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Flirtation 
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Alright, lets rolll! 


(| have decided to write this story with sqSixx because she knows where this story is heading better than | 
do, now that she's aboard, this story is going to kick ass! And it's such an honour to write with her) 


A smokey haze intoxicated the atmosphere. People filled the bar and a pile sweaty bodies grooved in front of 
the stage aimlessly. It was 1987 and the clubs on Sunset Strip were always packed with different characters. 
Shady drug dealers, stripers, rockers and people looking for trouble were usually in the mix. It wasn't unusual 
any day in California. New bands came and went as they pleased, signing contracts for management here and 
there, they would sign anything they could get their hands on for a shot of fame but usually found that the 
lifestyle of a Rock N' Roller was quite dull. It was one hell of a ride at first but too soon it hit rock bottom 


and bands usually fell apart as easily as the ash that fell of the tip of a cigarette. Typical. 


Most LA. rockers were apart of a really dark society. Drug dealing and so on. Making money on the side was 
easy for them seeming they had every drug known to man at their grasp. They didn't let anyone know, 
especially not their managers. And so, it went on like nothing. Of course it was the lowest of lowest jobs, but 
then again, no-one cared and that was usually how addictions started. 


"Hey Izzy, you're late man" A hoarse but muffled voice shot from the darkest corner of the club, a freshly lit 


cigarette dangling from the mans cracked lips. 
"Yeah. Sorry. | was busy" 
"You got what | ordered?" 


Izzy nodded, his face completely stoic. He reached into his leather jacket pocket and pulled out a worn paper 
bag and handed it to the man in front of him. The man took it and put one of his hands into the breast pocket 
of his shirt and pulled out two fifty dollar notes before handing the money to Izzy. 


"Nice doing business with ya" He smiled, showing the slightly yellowed teeth that belonged to him. 


Izzy nodded slightly "My pleasure" he told him and shoved the money into the pocket of his jacket again 


watching the man slowly disappear into the darkness of the club. 


Izzy didn't find being a drug dealer very satisfying. Although he didn't mind the money, or the heroin for that 
matter. He just didn't feel comfortable dealing to such characters. The sort that could pull a gun on him at 
any moment. The job he had as a dealer was just a side job to rake in some extra money, even though he 
usually spend most of it on dope within the first two days of raking it in. Not even that. But, nevertheless, lzzy 
kept dealing making it almost become like a second nature to him. He was so used to it by now, he could do it 


with his eyes closed, if he wanted to. It was that easy. 


Izzy was seated at the bar with a lit cigarette dangling from his lips, as some blonde hooker dressed in a tight 


leopard print dress was trying to get his attention, it wasn’t working. He'd seen so many girls pull the exact 
same stunt. They all put on the same act and all they wanted was a screw and some money, heroin or coke 
usually as well. That's all. In most cases, they were junkies too. Most of the time the junkie girls were only 
looking for a little bump to get them going. They would whine and do whatever they were asked if it meant 
getting their hands on some. Izzy was so use to the over sun-kissed Californian girl, because he'd been living in 
LA. for so long and Izzy knew that if he was to give this girl attention she'd give him a devious grin, twirl her 


over permed hair and ask him to take her back to his place. Same old, same old. 


The blondes annoying voice was starting to drive Izzy insane and when he turned around to face her, she gave 
him a seductive smirk, just as he knew she would. "So baby. How about me and you go back to yours, huh?" 
Her red stained lips parted as her tongue slipped out between them and licked her top lip, her dull blue eyes 
traced a line down his face and to his just showing bare chest. Izzy huffed and tried to hold back a chuckle as 
her blood red nails traced his left bicep. He found it hilarious at how much they tried. Some times it worked, 
some times it didn't. But right now, Izzy was about to burst into fits of laughter. He wrapped his fingers 
around the hand that was tracing his arm and pushed it away receiving a frown and some girly sound meaning 


she was disappointed. 


"No thanks honey" He told her and cracked a sarcastic smile, leaning forward just a little so she could hear him 
over the chatter of the club. "I don't want a case of crabs" He said at last, taking a long drag from his 
cigarette and sitting back up. The blonde grunted in disgust and stomped off. Izzy chuckled to himself, and 
turned back around to face the bar, as he downed the shot in front of him and put out his cigarette. But it 
was at this time that the familiar melody of Black Dog rung through the crowded club and a voice, sweeter 
than honey caused Izzy's head to rise. He glanced over his shoulder towards the stage and nearly gasped. 


‘Hey, hey, mama, said the way you move, gonna make you sweat, gonna make you groove’ 


A dirty guitar riff echoed and Izzy shifted in his seat. He had never seen someone more enticing in his entire 
life and at the same time, someone who looked so natural on stage. She looked like she was born to be on 
stage. She defiantly wasn't your average Californian girl, thats for sure. Her flouncy brown hair followed her 
movement as she leaned into the microphone to sing again and Izzy felt his heart rising along with 


another..certain someone. 
‘Oh, oh, child, way you shake that thing, gonna make you burn, gonna make you sting’ 


Her hips swayed to the beat and the same dirty guitar riff was repeated. Izzy's breath hitched and he 
suddenly found it hard to let air into his lungs. This girl was incredible, he was mesmerised by her being and 
the way her fingers glided over the fret board of her guitar. Izzy couldn't help himself anymore and felt 
himself getting hot. 


‘Hey, hey, baby, when you walk that way, watch your honey drip, can't keep away’ 


When her sea green eyes met his, Izzy could have sworn he almost melted in his seat and couldn't help but 


wonder what it would be like having those beautiful eyes burn into his own while she was between his legs. 


Izzy cursed himself for thinking such dirty thoughts about a girl he hadn't even met..yet, and forced himself 
to focus on the guitar in her hands but was once again bombarded with dirty thoughts. Izzy was so 
preoccupied that he hadn't even noticed that the song had stopped and she was gone, along with the band she 
was playing with. He frowned and turned back to face the bar, pondering for a few moments before her heard 


a soft but raspy voice beside him but it was muffled by another voice. 


Izzy turned his head to see who it was and to his surprise it was the girl who was on stage. She was even 
more enticing up close. A smirk spread across his lips and he lit up another cigarette. This was going to be too 


easy, or so he thought. 

"Great show you did up there" He irked, taking a drag from his freshly lit cigarette causing the beauty next to 
him to turn and look straight into his eyes, which were partially covered by his black hair. Izzy's lips parted as 
he removed the cigarette from his mouth and smirked again, letting puffs of smoke slip out from between his 


lips while his elbow lent on the bar ever so casually. 


She looked down Izzy's body and back up again, giving a cheeky smirk at last. And that smirk caused his pants 
to become tighter. "Thanks" She said politely and looked away from him. So she was playing hard to get, huh? 


"No problem" Izzy took another short drag from his cigarette and looked down her body shifting uncomfortably 
in his seat before he opened his mouth again. "Say, can | buy you a drink honey?" 


She looked back over at him again with her intense sea green eyes and smirked a litle. "Sure." 
"Well, what's your poison then darlin?" 


She chuckled "Just some water please" She said and raised one of her brows as a daring smirk spread across 
her lips. 


Izzy furrowed his eyebrows in confusion and she laughed again, her eyes gleaming. "Whisky" 
"Well, now were gettin’ somewhere" He said and smiled, calling the bartender over to attend to their orders. 
Two glasses of Whisky were poured and placed in front of them as the bartender smiled and walked off to 


attend to someone else's order. 


Izzy turned to her as she took a sip out of her glass. "I'm Izzy by the way" He extended his hand for her, 
holding his smouldering stick of tobacco between his thumb and pointer finger. 


"Scarlet" She said and put her hand in his. For a guitarist, her hands were actually really soft along with her 
fingertips and Izzy held on longer than he needed to. He smiled at her and made a quiet sound like a grunt or 
sigh as he let go. 


Izzy cleared his throat and took a sip of Whisky. "So, what's a beautiful girl like you doing in these parts?" 


Scarlet smiled "| guess you could say | came here to full-fill my dreams. What about you?" 
"| guess you could say the same thing" 


Scarlets lips curled again as she took another generous swig from her glass. "Really. Sounds interesting" She 
smirked and Izzy smirked back. 


"Oh, it is." He winked, flirtatiously. 


She tipped the Whisky up to her lips again and clasped the glass as she stared intensely into his eyes and 


swallowed. "| bet" 


Izzy slightly bit his lip and retrieved a cigarette from his breast pocket and lit it. "Yeah, and | bet it'd be even 


more interesting if you came back to mine and we talked some more" 


Scarlet chuckled "Mmhmm, | bet it would be. But ah" She looked down into her lap and back up at Izzy. "I've got 


somewhere to be" 


Izzy blew some smoke out from between his lips and raised one of his eyebrows, still smirking. "And where 


might that be honey?" 


Scarlet downed the rest of her drink and stood. "Nowhere you need to be concerned with" She smirked 


deviously. "| guess I'll see you round. Izzy" 
The way his name rolled off of her sweet lips made him go crazy. He felt like he was going to burst. 


"| guess so" He locked eyes with Scarlet and for a moment thought that the button on his leather pants was 
going to pop, that was before she spoke again. 


‘It was a pleasure meeting you" Scarlet chirped sexily and put her hand out again as the same devious smirk 


spread across her lips. 


"The pleasure was all mine" Izzy extended his own hand out to her and as her hand slipped into his he held it 
longer than he was supposed to. Izzy's eyes raked over her again causing Scarlet to smirk and slowly drop her 


hand out of his. 


She let one last cheeky smirk spread across her lips and Izzy couldn't help but give his own, showing a little 
teeth. He licked his lips in anticipation and even though there was silence between them, they could feel the 
heat radiating off of each others bodies. It was hot and lusty. Scarlet winked "See you round" She bit her lip 
and turned on her heels as Izzy watched her walking off into he darkness of the club, flaunting her hips ever 


so sexi ly. 


He smirked to himself and so did junior, who was finding it hard to breathe in the leather of Izzy's pants. He 


had a mind all of his own and Izzy hated it, but, then again a dick will be a dick, right? 


Izzy sighed. She was just not like other girls and that's what drove him insane, apart from all the other things 
she had to offer. He wanted her. She was something entirely else. 


A save for a save 
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The street light flickered slightly and the rain that had been battering down, became a very light drizzle. His 
leather pants clung to his skin uncomfortably. His leather boots came in contact with the wet concrete, making 
scratching taps as he shuffled using little energy to pick his feet up. He had just finished his nightly run, 
venturing in and out of every alleyway he could find. It was hard being a malnourished junkie who was fighting 


off the beginning stages of being dope sick 


It was a pretty typical night, he sold every thing he had. Which didn't do much for the fact he would soon be 
in need of a fix to keep himself straight. But all he had to do was go re-up his score. 

He was practically on the ball, but his mind was restless and distracted by a certain someone with chestnut 
locks and the most extraordinary eyes. It had been two days since their last little flirtatious encounter, and 
Izzy was going nuts. He kept his eye out for Scarlet here and there but there was no sign of her. He hadn't 
even seen fliers for her band doing any shows. He honestly thought that he would never see her again and 
Management had been on not only his, but the rest of the bands back about finding an opening act for their so 
called up and coming ‘club tour’. They wanted some newly signed band to give them exposure. The problem with 
that was that not many other bands liked them and in their eyes they were were just a lucky bunch of 


junkies. 


He sighed a little and reached into his coat pocket for a cigarette and when he found the packet, he slipped one 
out and lit it. Izzy wasn't love struck, he wasn't falling head over heels. That just wasn't in his nature. He just 


had..well..a crush. A major crush. The end of the cigarette turned deep red and Izzy chuckled, it wasn't high 
school anymore, he couldn't even remember the last time he had a crush. He just screwed and moved on, 
occasionally having a girlfriend, but just to have a place to shack up. To have someone to take care of him. But 
usually within in the first week she was gone. It didn't work out very often because Izzy knew he didn't offer 
much. He was down right a ladies man, he had always been a ladies man, even if he didn't show it most of the 
time. He was the rhythm guitarist of Guns N' Roses for Christ sakes, why wouldn't he have girls bowing at his 
feet? 


Izzy was so caught up in his own thoughts he didn't even notice the commotion ahead of him. He looked up, his 
cigarette dangling from his lips and that's when his eyes caught the familiar glow of chestnut waves bouncing 
under the street light. How could he forget those? Izzy stared in awe, his heart speeding up slightly. It was 
Scarlet and she appeared to be getting mugged, by the looks of it. What a coincidence eh?.here we go, Izzy to 
the rescue. Normally he stayed out of shit like this because it was a good way to get fucked up. But Izzy knew 
these streets and it was obvious she didn't. She looked terrified. 


Izzy's heavy stride reached Scarlet just in time and he stood in an intimidating stance behind Scarlets mugger. 
The smoke curling off Izzy's cigarette made perfect coils as they rose into the air and he smirked slightly, 
having realized that Scarlet nor the guy trying to mug her knew he was standing right there, that was before 
he spoke. "I think you should leave this lovely lady alone and go pick on someone your own size man" he said 


reaching under his shirt into his waistband where he kept his gun 


At that moment they both froze and Scarlets eyes flickered up to Izzy's, her brow furrowing in confusion, she 
stiffened a little. Did she realize it was him? He was dressed in a black trench coat and leather paperboy cap 
after all. So really, who could blame her if she didn't? Izzy blew the smoke from his mouth and let his 
cigarette rest between his fingertips. "Did you hear what | said?" The tone in his voice was a little more 
serious and forced this time and the guy near Scarlet must have noticed because he dropped her bag 
immediately and turned around to face Izzy himself. But luckily when the stranger turned around he just 
nodded at Izzy and walked off with his hands in his pockets like nothing had happened. Izzy must have seemed 
more intimidating than he thought he had been or, it was a junkie Izzy had dealt with in the past. Izzy wasn't 
the type of dealer you fucked with. He may have been the coolest and most calm motherfucker in LA, but he 
didn't take any shit. He had to have a hardness to him for this line of work 


Scarlet watched as the stranger walked away and when he disappeared into the darkness of an alley, her eyes 
flickered back over to Izzy and she looked at him with intensity. Tonight he looked like a drug dealer in the 
shadows. He was more casual when she had seen him before. But he wasn't working the streets that night. She 
was still for a moment, watching as Izzy looked straight back into her eyes and shot her a great big smirk and 
that's when her mouth gaped open a little and she grinned, suddenly realizing it was him. 


"Izzy? Oh thank god you showed up when you did” Scarlet irked sounding very relived at the sight of him. "I 
didn't recognize you like this." 


Izzy smirked and flicked his cigarette to his feet before squashing it with his boot. "You know this isn't the 
type of neighborhood you should be out in this late at night all alone? The streets are crawlin’ with nothin’ but 


junkies, hookers, and dealers at his hour." He smirked again a little sexier this time as Scarlet bent down to pick 


up her belongings that had fallen out of her bag. 


She grinned up at him, gathering what was her's and shoving them back into her bag. All the while, Izzy kept 
his cautious drug dealer eyes focused on the dark surroundings of the strip and put his hand in his coat 
pocket to retrieve another cigarette. "You alright girl?" He asked putting his hand over his lighter and cigarette 
before removing it and taking a deep drag. 


Scarlet smiled. "I'm absolutely fine, its the guy that tried to mug me | think you should worry about.looks you 
gave him a scare" She focused on her things scattered across the pavement and as she finished retrieving all 


of them she stood, brushing the gritty pavement dirt off her jeans a little. 
Izzy watched her and shrugged, taking a drag from his cigarette. "| have my ways" He smirked. 


"| could tell’ Scarlet bit her lip but her eyes studied Izzy curiously. "So.." She paused and raised one of her 
eyebrows in curiosity. "What exactly is it you're doing out here so late at night if its so ‘dangerous’ Hmm?" 


He knew that she was going to put the simple two and two together, it was unavoidable "Working," Izzy replied 
dryly, avoiding eye contact with her as best he could. Of course he wasn't going to straight up confess to her 
that he was in fact a drug dealer. Things usually didn't work out well between him and girls when they found 
out what he was. Unless the were junkies too, then it didn't matter 


Scarlet didn't say anything, she only slightly nodded and her eyebrows knitted together in confusion, like she 


was curious and unsure by what Izzy had meant. 


A moment of silence slipped through the two but as Izzy took another drag of his cigarette he spoke. "Wanna 


get some coffee?" 
Scarlet raised an eyebrow "At this time of night?" 


He smiled, nodded and exhaled a perfect smoke coil. "You'd be surprised at how many diners are still open 
honey, this is LA. And you look like you could use something to settle your nerves. Plus | just can't leave you 


out here all alone to get mugged again or worse. It's especially dangerous for hot chicks like you." 


It was true, LA. never slept. The strip had a pretty well known reputation of endless nights, hardcore partying 


and drinking till the sun came up. 


Scarlet looked at him for a moment and the smallest smirk appeared on her lips but it soon disappeared when 


she spoke again. "Well, | don't see why not then’ She chirped and griped onto her bag. 


Izzy's lips curled into that sneaky grin of his and the cigarette dangling from his mouth followed. "Alright. Lets 
get outta here then" 


Scarlet and Izzy were seated across from each other in a booth inside of some crappy looking 50s themed 
diner on the strip. The diner was fairly packed and it actually surprised Scarlet at how many people were stil 
drinking coffee considering the time of night that it was. The rain had once again gotten heavier, and the sound 
of the small water droplets outside were quite calming. Izzy's elbows were resting on the metal table. He was 
studying Scarlet as she looked around at all the other people seated inside their own booths. She was 
undeniably one of the most beautiful girls he had ever seen, her long wavy bangs draped carelessly over her 
shoulders and the ripped jeans she was wearing defined her curves perfectly. It was a sight that any and 
every man would want to see and Izzy being the lucky bastard he was had front row seats. He smirked to 
himself but was caught when Scarlet turned to face him. 


"You were right, it's.pretty packed in here" She told him pretending not to notice that he had just been staring 
at her. 


Izzy half smiled "Told ya" 
Scarlet grinned from ear to ear, chuckling a little. "You come here often?" 


Izzy smirked then he kind of shrugged. "Nope." Izzy drummed his fingers on the metal salt shaker and looked 
back at Scarlet. "It's a real shitty joint, they don't even have good coffee" His cautious eyes scanned the diner 
briefly. He had learned on these streets to always know where your nearest exit is. Plus he liked sizing up the 


people who surrounded him. It was a trust thing he needed in order to relax. 
"Then why are we here?" 
Izzy lazily shrugged again and flickered his eyes back over to hers. “Beats me" 


Izzy didn't actually know why he chose the diner he chose. It was true, there were plenty of better ones not 
too far from the strip but one it was to far to walk and two it was raining and plus this diner gave him a 
sort of vibe, it wasn't because it was 50's themed, maybe it was because everyone around him were laughing 
and having a good time. A less tense crowd of people, hence lessening any chances of any shit going down. Izzy 


didn't know but it was weird. He just felt more relaxed because his guard didn't have to be on high alert. 
Scarlet glimmered a smile at Izzy and slightly shook her head. 


"What?" He asked hoping like hell he hadn't made a mistake by bringing a chick like her here. Maybe she liked 
loud noisy places full of riff raff. Well right now she would just have to settle for him. He was the riff raff in 


the room. 


Scarlet shrugged and just as she was about to open her mouth a waitress with teased up hair, sleazy red 
lipstick and smudged eye makeup made her way over to their table with a pen and pad. She looked dead tired 
like she hadn't slept in days. Her red heels clicked on the tile floor and when she reached their table she sighed 
at Scarlet. 


"What can | get you?" Her voice sounded flat, but it was annoying and Scarlet raised her brow as she grabbed 
the menu from the table and scanned over it. It was at this time that the waitress noticed Izzy and when 
Scarlet looked back up from her menu, it was like the waitress had gone from sad to happy in a microsecond. 
She was, what appeared to flirting with him, chewing on her gum seductively and puffing her hair up with her 
red stained nails. What was it with red everything? That was something Scarlet had yet to know. 


She watched as the waitress bit her lip and smirked at Izzy and when he caught Scarlets eyes for a moment 


he rolled his own in annoyance. 


"Eh hem" Scarlet interjected loud enough that the waitress did in fact hear her, she looked up. "Am | 
interrupting something?" Scarlet rang, her brows raised. She could see Izzy smirking from the corner of her 
eye and she couldn't help but give a small un-noticeable smile of her own A save for a save, eh? The young 


waitress slightly rolled her eyes and stared at her, waiting. 


Scarlet cracked a sarcastic smile. "Alright, now that were back in business, I'll get a small hot chocolate and a 
small stack of pancakes please." She smiled again and the waitress wrote down her order but as she looked at 


Izzy again she smirked and bit her lip. 

"And what can | get for you sweetheart?" 

Izzy looked down at his menu, completely ignoring the fact that the waitress was coming on to him. He was 
pretty used to shit like this. "Just a coffee please. Thanks" He said still looking down at the menu. The waitress 
huffed and her heels clicked off again with their orders. 

"Not hungry huh?" 

Izzy looked up a little startled, his eyes widening. "Huh?" 

Scarlet leaned over the table a little bit. "I said, you're not hungry?" She repeated, smiling again. 

Izzy shook his head. He never really felt hungry, | guess you could say that was the effect that drugs had on 
you when you take them for so long and Izzy knew all about that. It wasn't that he didn't like eating, it was 
just that he couldn't actually stomach it half the time, quite frankly he'd rather go for a bottle of jack. But he 
saw no need in letting this beauty know what a loser he really was. 

A few moments passed and the familiar clicking sound rang through their ears. It was the waitress, and her 
small hands were filled with what they had ordered. She placed the hot chocolate and plate of pancakes in front 


of Scarlet and then she placed the mug of coffee in front of Izzy. 


"Anything else | can get you honey? Maybe my number?" The burnt out waitress asked him, her eyes scanning 


Izzy as he sat there ignoring her. 


Scarlet almost choked on the liquid in her mouth at the waitress and her comment. She couldn't help it. It was 
too damn funny. She could have sworn she heard Izzy chuckle a little to, but she couldn't tell. He never once 
lifted his head to look at the overly flirtatious waitress. It seemed like the young girl was offended because in 


a matter of seconds she was gone again 

Izzy rested his chin on his fist, laughing internally. He watched Scarlet eat her pancakes. Her pink lips wrapped 
around the fork as she put mouthfuls into her mouth and of course, Izzy wondered what her beautiful lips 
would feel like around his- ‘Stop! He cursed himself, he felt like some perverted fuck and Scarlet was the 
cause. He shifted uncomfortably. He had to distract himself with small talk. "So, how long you been playin'?" 
Scarlet looked up at him, her mouth full. "Hm?" She mumbled. 

Izzy flashed a smile. "How long you been playin’? Guitar?" 

She swallowed and wiped her mouth with the napkin that had been wrapped around her fork. "I started when | 
was about twelve." Scarlet paused like she was working it out in her head. "So, eleven years." She looked up at 
him nodding. She was surprised it had already been eleven years since she started playing. Time flys when 


you're havin’ fun. 


"That's a long time." Izzy replied, looking down at his untouched coffee and back up at Scarlet "I've been playing 


for fourteen years" He said deciding to show her they did at least have something in common. 

Her eyes widened. "I didn't know you played! 

Izzy was nodding. 

"So you're in a band too huh?" 

Izzy nodded again 

She looked at him, a little cheeky glint in her eye. "So, how is your band going?" 

"Just fine. We're pretty shit if you ask me but we'll get someday." Izzy smiled at her again and a knock at the 
diner window startled the both of them. When Izzy looked up he came face to face with a crazy black haired 
skinny dude, his eyes covered by curls and a stupid grin across his lips. Obviously he was motioning to Scarlet 
because he checked her out and wiggled his eyebrows back at Izzy. Cheeky fuck. 


It was Slash. 


He knocked on the window again with the back of his knuckle and motioned with his head for Izzy to come 


outside, exhaling smoke from his mouth. "Come on" He whined, his voice muffled by the glass. 


Izzy turned back to Scarlet and shook his head with a small smile. Slash knocked on the glass again causing 


them to look up to find him fogging up a small part of the glass with his breath. And so Slash, being the 
cheekiest and most dirty-minded person Izzy knew drew a very disturbing image on the glass of two stick 
figures having sex. This caused Scarlet to chuckle and Izzy to blatantly roll his eyes. Slash and his dirty minded 
ways. Of course he was drunk, but then again when wasn't he? 

Izzy turned to Scarlet. "Who's the friend?" She smirked. 

"That's ah, Slash" 

She smiled "He seems wild" 


Izzy chuckled, Slash was beyond wild. "Yeah. You could say that" 


A moment slipped through the two before Izzy spoke. "I better get going" He motioned with his head outside to 
Slash. "See what that shit head wants" 


"Of course" 


Izzy stood, he didn't want to leave but he had to. "See ya round Scarlet" He told her making his way out of the 
booth. 


She smirked. "Not if | see you first” 
"| doubt it" 
Izzy winked at Scarlet and turned his back, making his way out of the diner towards Slash. 


"Bout time man" Slash called, his cigarette hanging from the grin that plastered his lips. "Who's the fuckin’ 
babe?" Slash slurred and reached into the pocket of his leather jacket for his cigarette packet. 


Izzy smirked. "Scarlet" He drawled as Slash offered him one and he took it. 

"She's hot 

Izzy smirked, knowingly. "I know. You know who was getting hard to breathe” 

Slash grinned from ear to ear, it was a cheeky and very dirty grin, and he knew exactly what Izzy was talking 
about. He elbowed Izzy in the ribs and released a deep throaty chuckle. Izzy shook his head with a knowing 


smile and they began to walk down the pavement. 


Izzy lit his cigarette and took a deep and needy drag. "So what brings you here man?" He said as he exhaled a 
puff of smoke from his mouth. 


Slash shrugged. "Needed to score some, spotted you at the diner, with your ah lady friend’ He gave a toothy 
grin from behind his mane. "thought you'd help." He shrugged again and took a drag of his own cigarette before 
flicking the smouldering cigarette butt onto the side-walk 


Izzy rolled his eyes slightly and took another deep drag. Knowing Slash and his needy ways, Izzy knew he wasn't 
going to stop hounding him to help score, considering that Izzy knew every place to get it. (Being a dealer had 


its advantages) He was going to have to help either way. Izzy nodded. "I know the place to get some” 


Slash seemed to sigh with relief as he put a hand on Izzy's shoulder and pat it. "Izzy man, you're a fuckin’ 
legend" 


Izzy half-smiled before he and Slash disappeared into the darkness to find some Sweet Mary Jane. 
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A vaporous steam curled off of Izzy's breath. His hands made their way into the pocket of his leather trench 
coat to fish around for another cigarette. The one that already dangled from Slash's lips made him crave for 
one. He could feel the cool gusts of wind dance across his neck leaving the hairs there standing and finally upon 
finding what he was looking for Izzy stuck the cigarette between his lips and stopped shuffling along the 
pavement long enough to block the wind with his hand and light it. He took a long awaited drag and went back to 
dragging his feet across the pavement with a speed that matched Slash's. 


"How the fuck are we supposed to score at eight in the fuckin’ morning?" Slash irked, sniffling. 


Izzy could only shrug and a sudden nervous pang began to twist in his gut. He and Slash had been out 
searching for almost nine fucking hours, since as late as eleven thirty the night before. Usually it was much 
easier, but for forces unbeknownst to them, scoring had proven to be a real bitch today. They were both in 
need of a fix, just like the day before. The runny noses and cramping was already in full force. It took all they 
had in the both of them not to puke all over the side walk, and just to make matters worse they had other 
shit to do this morning. Geffen had called the band in for a meeting to discuss finding an opener for their up 
and coming tour. The rest of the guys were already tied up with other various types of red tape involving the 
band, so Slash and Izzy said they would go to the meeting. But there was no fucking way in hell they could 
show up the way they were. Oh yeah, it would've be real nice of them to put their sweaty and filthy calloused 
hands into someone else's hand and puke all over their thousand dollar suits. No. That wasn't going go happen. 


They had to get straight before they attended the meeting. 


So there they were, still searching the streets with time running out. Izzy was a dealer but he didn't 
understand why was he having so much trouble. 


Izzy's eyes scanned the grimy surroundings. They had until 9:30 to score. An hour and a half. Fuck he could do 
this. ‘Think like a dope dealer and junkie’ His eyes traveled down an alley lined with putrid dumpsters. It was the 


spot he usually scored from and sometimes he was the one doing the dealing there. 

Izzy knew that a drug dealer was always on call somewhere. Dope dealing had no time clock to punch. You 
either sold the shit when you wanted to or upon your own needs. But eight AM was usually when the likes of 
people like Izzy were going to bed to be refreshed by nightfall, but there was going to be no rest for the 
wicked today. 


Izzy motioned to Slash with a nod of his head down the alley and they both made their way into it. He leaned 
his back onto the nasty brick wall and scanned the few faces that scattered the street. 


"Man, what the fuck are we doing here?" Slash asked impatiently as he rubbed his runny nose with the back of 
his hand. 


"Waitin" Izzy replied dryly, exhaling smoke from his almost finished cigarette. 


"Fucking waiting for what? We don't have time for this shit" Slash announced, sounding just short of panic. He 
was getting a bit rowdy. 


Izzy didn't reply, he only looked back out onto the street and shrugged a little. Anything that he said was just 


going to set Slash off even more and make an already dire situation even worse. 
About half an hour into their wait Izzy's eyes were caught by a figure clad in black coming their way. The 
mysterious figure was a little shady looking and Izzy wondered if it was what they had been waiting for. They 


would soon find out. 


"Heads up" Slash uttered and motioned towards the dark figure that was coming towards them. As if Izzy 
hadn't already spotted him. A dope dealer is the most observant breed there is. 


"Might be just who we're looking for" Izzy mumbled trying not to make it too obvious that he was staring. 
"Bout fucking time" Slash irked, shifting on his foot and throwing his smouldering cigarette to the ground. 


As the figure got closer Izzy's stomach rushed with dread. It wasn't the dealer they were hoping it was. Fuck, 


it wasn't even a junkie. 

"Shit! Its a fuckin’ cop!" Slash announced a little to loud for Izzy's liking. 

Izzy hissed in annoyance and threw his hands up to grab him by the collar of his leather jacket before he 
jerked him closer. "Shut the fuck up man. We don't have shit on us." He shot, his eyes flashing back onto the 


street. 


"But that Narc fuck knows you're a fucking dealer" Slash whispered in a worried tone, his eyebrows scrunched 


together with a small frown. 


It was true. It was the same douche bag cop that Izzy made the mistake of selling to once. He got arrested 
and fined for doing it and since then Izzy had gotten a lot smarter about who he dealt to. He had learned to 
know how to tell the difference between a true junkie and a cop just pretending to be one. 


A wry smile dawned on the undercover Narcs face and his eyes fell on Izzy, an unpleasant coldness to them. 


"Awfully early to be on the clock ain't it Isbell?" 
Izzy rolled his eyes. "Fuck off, | don't even have shit on me." 


"Yeah man. Fuck off we ain't doing shit fucking wrong." Slash announced, frustration present in his voice. He put 


a hand up to scratch his chin before leaning on the wall closest to him. 


"Then you guys won't mind if | search you then? Isbell here has a record.and quite frankly | don't believe him 


or you, frizz ball." 


The Narc's hand shot to Izzy first. He grabbed him by the collar of his jacket and shoved him face first into 
the brick wall of the alley. 


"Easy fucker. l'm not fucking resisting. Like | told you.. don't have shit on me." Izzy complied, keeping his cool. 


The Narc decided that he was going to leave no stone unturned. He checked everywhere in every pocket and 


small crevice of Izzy's body, including his nuts and he even put a finger in his ass. 


"You could at least give me a fucking reach around you faggot motherfucker." Izzy taunted with a smirk on his 
lips as his hazel eyes filled with derision 


The Narc scoffed at him in contempt and pushed a smart assed Izzy aside before turning to Slash. "Your turn 


curly sue." He snarled before pushing Slash into the nearest wall with force. 


"Mind if | smoke?" Izzy asked with sarcasm, a cigarette already dangling from his lips. "| Need one after all that 


Touchy feely shit." 


I'd shut my mouth Isbell" The Narc sneered as his hands went to places that made Slash feel very, very 
uncomfortable. "| can take you in on being in the wrong place at the wrong time if | wanted to. I'm the law 
around here." He threatened as he finished violating Slash, even though his hand was still glued to the collar of 
his leather jacket. 


"You fuckin’ done?" Slash asked impatiently, glaring daggers at the Narc from behind his hair. 


The Narc's eyes shot to Slash before he let go of him and threw him next to Izzy causing him to stumble on 
his feet before regaining his balance and putting his hands in his pockets. 


"Get the fuck out of here and don't let me see your face here again Isbell! Are we clear!?" 


Izzy's eyes darkened before he smirked like the biggest smart ass. "And all this time." Izzy paused by taking a 
drag from his cigarette and looking away like he was hurt. "I thought you liked touching." He taunted with 


another smirk receiving a chuckle from Slash. 


The Narc released a low growl from the back of his throat and looked directly into Izzy's eyes with hatred. 
"Get out of my sight low life." 


"With fuckin’ pleasure" Izzy replied before turning on his heels and throwing his middle finger into the air at 
the Narc as he and Slash disappeared onto the street. 


By the time Izzy and Slash had arrived at the meeting, it was ten forty five. They were late. If it wasn't for 
that stupid Narc they'd ran into, the meeting would be over and done with and they could have gone back to 
minding their own damn business. But no. The stupid fuck decided to raise his head just when they were out 
scoring. Great timing it was. Quite frankly, Izzy couldn't be fucked to go to this meeting but here he was 


anyway. 


Izzy turned the handle of the glass door and pulled it towards him. He strolled in only to be confronted straight 
away. "Well, well. Would you look at what the cat dragged in" Alan announced as Izzy and Slash made their way 


into the room. "It's so nice of you to finally join us" He said, a hint of sarcasm in his voice. 


It was no fucking use, it would take a blind man not to see how obliterated we were. Junkies just lack this 
certain something when it comes to morals and caring if people give fuck. Thats just what they do. Yeah, they 
knew that they were gugh as fuck. But people didn’t give them a lot of shit for it. They maintained themselves 
well. Well at least they thought that they did. Being junkies had made it hard to get manager, but Alan Neiven, 
for fuck sakes he took on Crüe. No one could top them, well excepy maybe Ozzy Osborn. But they were neither 
Ozzy or Mötley Crue. 


"Yeah, yeah it's nice to see you too." Izzy mumbled taking a small drag from his cigarette as he took a seat 
across from Alan and three other unfamiliar men in suits, Slash doing the same. Yeah, they didn't fit in. But 
this is rock and roll right? 


"Izzy, Slash. I'd like you to meet James Brody and John Peck. They'll be running this tour." Alan announced 
hoping to keep both Izzy and Slash from nodding out. It was pretty obvious that they had just shot up, it 
wasn't hard to see that their pupils were dilated. 


Izzy nodded and looked away already bored. Slash was slouched on his chair looking bored as well. No one hated 
the business end like Izzy did, and Slash, he could think of plenty of other places he would rather than in the 


white leathery chair he was sitting in. 


"Oh no. Don't all speak at once." Alan sneered again and huffed in frustration. Meetings, interviews and business 


related things about the band weren't really Izzy's cup of tea so to speak. Izzy was demure and quiet. He didn't 


like to talk about himself. His only interest was the music. Izzy's eyes flickered to Slash just as he spoke. 
"Before we get started.is there anything to drink in this fuckin’ place?" 
Izzy could have used a drink at that moment, he needed something to settle his nerves. 


"Oh. Just over at the bar there" Alan pointed in the direction behind Slash's shoulder and within a nanosecond 
Izzy and Slash were at the bar with a bottle of Jack in each of their hands. They sat back down with the 
bottles, Slash eagerly chugging his down already. 


The two other men in suits scrunched their eyebrows at Alan like they were disappointed. Well, Izzy and Slash 
didn't exactly set the best first impressions. They show up to a meeting smacked out of their minds, slow, 
soft spoken, delayed reactions, fumbled words. Yeah, they knew. 


“Alright. Now that we're all settled, lets get back to business." Alan paused before speaking again. "You can't do 
a tour without an opening act.." 


Izzy took off the cap of his bottle and pulled it to his lips before taking a long slug and resting it in his lap 
while running his finger around the rim. He really didn't want to be at this meeting and he could tell that Slash 
didn't either, by the way he was fidgeting and being all antsy. Izzy wasn't far off but he was calm at least. 


lzzy always had a resolve others didn't have. lzzy wanted to make it more than all of them. He was determined. 


| know a band" Izzy drawled, that cool nonchalant uncaring tone carried in his lucid voice as he took a chug 


from his bottle. 


"Are they signed?" Alan asked, perking up a little. "If you're going to have an opening act, they've got to be a 
signed band. That's what's going to give you guys the exposure you need to become a more well know band" He 


began explaining to them. 
"Thats bullshit. This is about the money and favors to your money trains" Izzy snapped. 


Alan remained calm and carried on. "So we're going to have to find a band that is signed before the tour 


happens. Do you guys have any suggestions about bands?" 


Izzy looked up, his eyes a little groggy. "Yeah." He told them fighting the urge to keep his eyes from rolling 
back in his head. "| saw a band the other day, they were pretty good" Lies. The lead singer was pretty good, 
and hypnotic to him. Plus she drove the crowd wild, she had what it took to be out front with all the focus on 


her. 
"Great. Where did you see them at?" Alan perked up. 


"The Whisky," Izzy explained as he lit a cigarette. "I think they're a local band on the strip or something. Lets 


look how many greats have gotten their start there." 


Alan almost rolled his eyes. "Izzy. We need a signed band to give you the exposure you need" 


"No. You need a signed band to give you exposure." He exhaled looking Alan directly in the eye as Slash just sat 
there next to him pretending to be invisible. 


"Your not going to get anywhere as a band if you don't get exposure." Alan emphasised with his hands. 


Izzy blatantly rolled his eyes at Alan and scoffed. "Bullshit. | don't care about the fuckin’ fame, all | care about 
is the fuckin’ music." He told them and took another sip of Jack before taking a drag from his cigarette, 
completely unswayed. "Who even gives a fuck if we don't get anywhere? | know | sure as hell fuckin’ don't" He 


sat back in his chair oblivious to what Alan had to say. He didn't care. 
"But Izzy we do-" 


Izzy quickly cut him off, his eyebrows scrunching together in anger. "Fuck off you don't. All you care about is 
the fucking money. Nothin’ else, don't try to deny it because its plain as fucking day" 


Slash tried to hide his wide eyes and gaped jaw behind his hair. He was shocked. Who knew Izzy had it in him? 
‘Izzy, don't start this shit," Alan sighed with a shake of his head. 


"lIl start whatever fucking shit | want. This isn't your band, it's our band’ Izzy stated motioning to himself and 
Slash. "And we'll choose whatever fuckin’ band we want to open for us. Tell you what it's my choice and | ain't 
doing this fucking tour." He looked away fuming. "Or better still maybe | should get Axl down here to back shit 
up. This band deserves a break. Everybody deserves a foot in the door. You think the stars aligned for us one 


day? No, Nikki sent you to us." 

Alan hadn't said a word since Izzy started ranting, he sighed and rubbed the side of his temple in annoyance. 
"Jesus Christ" He mumbled under his breath. "Fine. Have it your way. I'll give you exactly three days to find 
this little band of yours otherwise I'll choose the opening act. You got that you litte fiend? Don't forget whos 


boss aroung here." He scoffed pointing a stern finger at Izzy. 


Izzy almost grinned but held it back by pursing his lips together. "Deal" He confirmed letting the smoke slip 


from his lips as he downed a little more Jack. 
Im serious Izzy," Alan warned again with a stern gaze. "Three days or its fucking Cinderella” 
Izzy cringed. He fucking hated Cinderella and he was pretty sure that Slash did too. He had to find that girl 


"And you two realize the smack is showing, right?" Alan told them before sighing again. "I don't want another 
Motley Crue on my hands." 


Izzy tisked with a small unnoticeable smile. "Gotta get up way earlier in the morning to out do Crie man" 


"So we done here?" Slash asked impatiently. 


The Search 
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Darkness engulfed the street with hunger. The barely noticeable grey clouds in the night sky suggested that it 
might rain later and that was something that Izzy hoped wasn't going to happen. He did like the rain, it was 
calming but rain was not on his agenda tonight. He was set on finding Scarlet. He had to. He was going to. A lit 
cigarette hung carelessly from his lips, he had his hands in the pockets of his jacket and his eyes focused on 
the dark pavement in front of him. Slash lingered next to him, the leather of his jacket squeaking as his arms 
moved back and forth. 


"Do you even know where the fuck this chick is man?" Slash asked curiously from beside him. 


Izzy shrugged. "No. Not really." He replied as he took a drag of the cigarette and blew smoke out from the side 
of his mouth and into the crisp night air. He didn't actually know where Scarlet was but he was going to find 
out, even if it took all night. He wasn't going to have Cinderella as their opening act. There was no way in 


fucking hell was that going to happen. He wouldn't let it. They were the last band he could think of as their 


opening act, not even their last, he couldn't imagine them as Guns N' Roses opening act. 


Slash shrugged a little and sucked on the cigarette that was between his lips. He had learnt to trust lzzy with 


his life, he knew he would come up with something, Izzy knew these streets better than anyone else did. 


Both Izzy and Slash's shadows loomed against the pavement as they made their way down the dark street of 
the strip. A few people scattered the other side of the street but neither Izzy nor Slash paid any attention to 
them, they were on a mission.well, at least Izzy was. He flicked his finished cigarette onto the curb and 
continued walking down the street with Slash at his side. It was then that he spotted a shady figure about two 
blocks down. It was as though the figure knew Izzy was coming because he made his way over to them in a 
matter of seconds. The stranger approached them slowly and Izzy eyed him cautiously. His hands were in the 
pockets of his jacket and he almost seemed to be shivering. 


"H-hey m-man." The stranger stuttered. "Have y-you g-got any?" He asked and it was then that Izzy knew 
exactly what he meant. This guy seemed to be suffering from a very serious case of being dope sick. Izzy 
could see the oily sweat dripping off his forehead and he could see the snot oozing from his nose. He was as 
pale as a ghost and his lips were almost blue by the looks of it. Izzy looked over to Slash who shrugged slightly 
and took a drag from his cigarette. He looked back over at the stranger and shook his head. 


‘lm sorry man. But | ain't got none on me tonight" He told him truthfully. The strangers face fell a mile, his 
eyes clouding with frustration and anger. Izzy and Slash knew exactly how he felt, they'd felt it before to. 


"B-but | need some man" The stranger flickered his eyes from Izzy and then to Slash. "Y-you don't fucking 
understand. need some." 


"I told you. | don't have any on me tonight" Izzy stated, firmly. 


The strangers eyes clouded with even more frustration and his eyebrows knitted together with a frown. 
"Please. | fucking need some, please." He pleaded desperately as his hands found their way to the collar of Izzy's 
jacket and he shook him causing Slash to react in a microsecond. He threw his hands to the stranger in an 
attempt to yank him off Izzy but the stranger resisted. "Fucking give me some!" He said through gritted teeth. 


"You don't fucking understand! | need some!" 
"Fuck off! | don't have any on me tonight:" 


"He said he didn't fuckin’ have any!" Slash shot as he pulled him off Izzy. The stranger snarled and began 
breathing heavily as Izzy straightened himself. 


"Let's fuckin’ get outta here man" He told Slash and they turned to walk in the other direction but as they 
turned the sound of a knife being clicked out was heard. Izzy and Slash froze. 


"If you don't give me any. I'll fucking stab you." 


Izzy knew he was serious. Being a junkie himself he knew what it felt like to need the shit so bad you would kill 
for it. However Izzy had a little more impulse control than this guy. He didn't ever really see himself killing 


someone for a fix. 


Slash watched intently as that ever calm and cool mood swept over Izzy. It always did when a precarious 
situation would come up that leaves most people nervous and on edge. Izzy didn't work that way though. He 


could usually talk himself out of any fucking thing that the world decided to throw at him. 


"Look man." Izzy began, keeping the knife in sight but looking at the guy with a calm expression. "Stabbing me 
won't get you a fix." He told him, shifting onto the other foot. "I'm not holding. In fact you wouldn't believe the 
fucking shit | had to go through to get myself straight today. | get how you feel, we both do. But if you stab 


me you'll have one less dealer to call on, won't you?" 


The guy looked at Izzy and then to Slash and with shame in his eyes he lowered the shaking knife in his hand, 


taking in Izzy's word. 


"lIl be scoring again soon and itll be some serious weight. I'll cut you a sweet ass deal and I'll get you straight. 


But till then, here." Izzy reached inside of his jacket, his eyes still cautiously watching the junkie. 


Slash watched with a frown and stood on alert, having no clue if Izzy was going for his gun or what. He almost 
sighed with relief when Izzy pulled out a small bottle of Jack and extended it out to the shaking junkie. "It'll take 
the edge off." 


The junkie wiped his nose with the hand that possessed the knife. His eyes scanning the bottle in Izzy's 
outstretched hand. His other hand shook as he reached out for the bottle. "I'm so fucking sorry man | don't 
know what came over me." 

Slash's eyebrows were raised as he watched the junkie take the bottle and stop brandishing his knife at them. 
He clutched the bottle to his heart and slowly disappeared into the darkness. Slash looked over at Izzy who 
calmly lit himself another cigarette. Was there anything he couldn't talk his way out of? 


"How the fuck did you do that bro?" Slash asked curiously. "Why didn't you just pull your gun and tell him its 
stupid to bring a knife to a gun fight?" 


Izzy exhaled smoke from his mouth and looked at him with a half-smile. "You never heard that saying before? 


Violence only begets more violence?" 


Slash smirked and shook his head. "Whatever man. So where do we go now to find this mystery chick of 


yours?" 


"I don't know. We've gotta look i guess." Izzy paused and looked at Slash for a moment in thought. "Maybe she's 


a waitress?" Izzy shrugged, scanning the street for any more would be junkies ready to plunge a knife into him. 


‘Oh come on Izzy, chicks that hang out at the strip are all fuckin’ strippers. | say we hit the strip clubs." Slash 
suggested, looking back and forth down the street as well. 


"Yeah, whatever. We can try. We need to get the fuck off the streets anyway. I'm off duty and don't really 
feel like dealing with any more disgruntled fucking customers." He complied with a drag from his cigarette. "But 
she doesn't seem like a stripper man" 

"Well, we'll just hit the strip joints and ask if Scarlet works there." 

Izzy rolled his eyes and looked at Slash. "They don't use their real names idiot." 


Slash shrugged and shot a look like he was thinking. "Well.who says she even told you her real name?" 


Izzy's eyes flickered up to Slash as he realized he just might be fucking right. "Well at least we can make a 
small score off the strippers to keep us straight till we can come up with cash to go buy weight” 


Slash gave him outstretched grin and threw his arm around Izzy's shoulder. "Now you're thinking with the 
right head." He said with glee as Izzy picked up his feet and started to walk down the strip. 


They walked along the strip for a matter of ten minutes before they stumbled across the first strip joint. 


Izzy looked over to Slash and he shrugged. "Might as well give it a try?" He suggested receiving a shrug from 
Izzy. They made their way inside immediately being hit by a toxic mixture of cigarette smoke, sweat and booze. 
The air was hazy making it a little hard to breathe. Strobe lights flashed in every direction, naked girls 
scattered the stage. They danced up and down poles, on chairs and on tables. Mötley Crue's ‘Girls, Girls, Girls’ 
blared throughout the speakers of the club causing Izzy to roll his eyes in annoyance. He'd had enough of 
Motley Crue. 


"Fuck yes." Slash irked checking out some of the strippers dancing on a nearby table. He looked over at Izzy and 
gave him a dirty grin, wagging his eyebrows. It was going to be hard keeping Slash contained in this club. lzzy 
chuckled and couldn't help himself as he also checked out one the strippers grinding on a pole, her bright red 
hair cascading down her back in waves. He looked away and shook his head before making his way over to the 
bar, Slash on his heels. 


They were greeted by a bleached blonde with bright blue eyes covered in dark eyeliner and a sexy smile caked 
in red. Her blood red nails tapped on the bar as she batted her long eyelashes at them and smirked. "You fellas 


in need of a drink this evenin'?" She bit her bottom lip and raised an eyebrow. 
Slash grinned and leaned in. "Yeah honey, we'd love something to drink” 


The bartender smirked again and grabbed two shot glasses and a bottle of vodka. She tipped the bottle and 
poured it skilfully into the shot glasses before pushing them over to Izzy and Slash. "Drink up." 


Slash took his first and downed it like it was water. Izzy downed his and placed it back onto the bar before 
glancing at the bartender and smirking at her. Time to turn on the charm. "Say darlin’, you wouldn't happen to 
know a girl round here that goes by the name Scarlet. Would you?" 


The bartender raised her eyebrow and pursed her burgundy lips together. Her red lips parted. "Hmm..depenas. 
What's she look like?" 


Izzy looked down and back up. "Mmm, well. She's got dark brown hair and the most intriguing eyes and-" 
"A great fuckin’ body." Slash butted in with a smirk. 


Izzy rolled his eyes with a small smile before looking back at the bartender again. "Yeah. That about sums her 


up. 


The bartender chuckled and shook her head at Izzy. "Sorry baby but I've never seen her around before." She 


irked and walked away to serve another customer. 


Izzy held back a sigh and turned around. 


"Dude. Maybe we should crash another strip joint? She could be workin’ in any one of them." Slash suggested 
but Izzy shook his head. 


‘lve got a feeling that she ain't a stripper." 
"Hooker?" Slash asked, giving an almost hopeful smile. 
Izzy rolled his eyes. "No not a fucking hooker either..like maybe a waitress or some shit” 


Slash kind of groaned. "Do you have any idea how many diners and shit there are? You expect us to search all 
of them?" He questioned Izzy in disbelief as he took a drink from his shot glass that seemed to have magically 


filled up again. The bartender must have filled it while they weren't looking. 


"But you were all for searching every strip joint in LA.you aware of how many of those there are?" Izzy 
looked over to him and smirked. 


Slash shrugged with a small smile. "Yeah, but they're fucking awesome man. Naked chicks and titties in your 


face. Man we won't see the first pair of tits in some stupid fuckin’ diner." He complained. 
Izzy took and impatient drag from his cigarette. "You coming or not?" 


Slash polished off the rest of his shot and took in a few more sets of fake tits as they made their way out of 
the door. Izzy had his head down but when he looked up, his eyes met with some chick that had ragged teeth 
rotting out of her head. She smiled at him like he hung the moon. 


"You holding Izzy?" She uttered in a voice spiked in hope, desperation and need. 


Izzy took note of the ten bucks in her hand and willingly reached into his pocket to pull out one fold. He handed 
it to her with his left hand and took the cash with his right. Little did his poor junkie customer know she'd 
been had, the fold was nothing more than baking soda Izzy couldn't help it, he was ruthless. He made it by any 
means necessary. The girl disappeared quickly and looked at Izzy like he was a fucking saint as opposed to some 
drug dealing junkie who just robbed her for I0 bucks. 


Izzy and Slash stepped onto the pavement and stopped, abruptly. "Left or right?" Slash asked, looking both ways 
down the strip. 


Izzy had no fucking clue which way to go, so he went with the right since his body was mostly pointed in that 
direction anyway. His eyes missed nothing as his boots dragged along the pavement. He put his hand up to 
scratch his arm having that junkie itch he could never seem to scratch. The morning's hit was fading, he could 
feel it, but luckily there was just enough for him and Slash to have one little hit each. Izzy hoped he could 


scam some more unsuspecting junkies sooner rather than later. 


Izzy dragged his boots on the pavement, his energy was running low. He needed a fix, but that had to wait. He 
was set on finding Scarlet, no matter what it took.or how long it took. He was going to find her. He looked over 
to Slash who was a little hunched over, a lit cigarette dangling from his lips. Izzy took one look at the cigarette 
between his lips and jammed his hand into the pocket of his jacket to fish around for one of his own. He found 
one and slipped it between his lips with ease before lighting it and taking a long drag. He blew the smoke out 
from between his lips, squinting at the smoke that rose up into his eye. He hated that. Izzy looked up, the neon 
lights from the signs casting his face in different coloured shadows. The people dashed past him and Slash at 
full speed almost knocking them over. 


They walked a little further before Slash stopped abruptly in the middle of the pavement, his eyes widening as 
he looked up at a neon sign. Izzy looked up at Slash to see him staring at the sign He followed Slash's gaze and 


saw what he was looking at. 
‘High Voltage Music' It read. 
Slash looked at Izzy and raised his eyebrows. "Man I've gotta get some new strings. We gotta go in there" 


Izzy looked at Slash and shrugged. "We gotta be quick though man, we've got a girl to find" He said and followed 
Slash into the store. Led Zeppelin's ‘Whole Lotta Love' blared through the speakers. Izzy strolled in and looked 
around, Slash had already disappeared off to look at some of the guitars on display. The small shop was 
brightly lit, his eyes flickered over the guitars hanging on the wall. Rock posters littered the walls and endless 
rows of vinyls sat stacked in a corner on the far wall. Izzy took a deep breath and it was then that he spotted 
a very familiar head of hair. Chestnut brown waves. Fucking praise the almighty lord. Izzy's mouth slowly hung 
open. He couldn't fucking believe who was standing there. It was Scarlet. 


Search and Seizure 
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Izzy couldn't believe his eyes. Scarlet was standing right in his midst, even more beautiful and tempting than in 
the dimly lit hues of the club where he first saw her. She was kneeling down, stacking some records, her hair 
draped carelessly over her shoulders and almost covering her face. She was wearing black skinny jeans and 
some band tee. Although she was casually dressed, Izzy thought that she looked pretty amazing. No other girl 
could pull of that like she did. 


Slash made his way over to him and Izzy grabbed his arm a little. He opened his mouth to say something, but 
nothing came out. He was totally lost for words. There should have been no way he could have found this 


chick, but he did. He fucking found her, and in a fucking music store of all places. Go fucking figure. 


Slash's eyes followed Izzy's over to Scarlet and he sighed. "Please tell me thats the chick you've been looking 
for..you wouldn't let me get my groove on back at the club so fuck you man" He tried to pull his arm away. 


"You're not picking up some chick in a music store whe-" 
"Man.its her." Izzy almost gasped, but kept his cool. 


"That's her? Like THE her we've been fuckin’ looking for all night?" Slash uttered, his eyes scanning her 
deviously as he checked her out from head to toe. 


"Yeah." Izzy stated, almost chuckling. He looked over at Slash with a small grin on his face. "Told you she wasn't 
a stripper." 


"Yeah, | see that." Slash nodded, completely smitten. He put his hand up to his neck and scratched it awkwardly. 


"Soare you just going to stand there or?" 


Izzy didn't say anything, he just stood and looked at her with wide eyes. It was indeed a very good question 
He'd been looking for this girl all day and never expected to find her. He was a total dick to the record 
company for this chick, but insisted on her band being Guns N' Roses opener, and now as he stood completely 
still.he couldn't even find the balls to tell her the sacrifices he'd made for her. Damn Isbell, grow a pair will 


ya? 


Slash shrugged. "Well if you're not going to talk to her | will" Before Izzy could say anything to stop him, he 
slid beside her with his hands in the pockets of his leather jacket acting as cool and casual as he could. "Hey." 


He cooed with a grin. 


Scarlet looked up from the records she was stacking and glanced at him before rolling her eyes. "Hey." She 


muttered before focusing back on her task. 


'So..you're Scarlet, right?" Slash questioned and pulled his left hand out of his pocket before he grabbed a lock 
of her hair and played with it a little. 


Scarlet looked back at him, her eyebrows knitting together with a frown. She put her hand up to the hair he 
was twiddling and pulled it out of his fingertips slowly. "Uh..do |know you?" 


Slash smirked and put his hand back into his pocket. "Not yet, but | look forward to getting to know you on the 


tour." 
Scarlets eyebrow furrowed. "Tour?" 


It was at that moment that Izzy finally decided to grow some balls as he placed himself into the conversation. 


It was getting out of hand. "Scarlet.uh hey." 


Scarlets eyes flickered to Izzy, the recognition sweeping her face immediately as she looked at him. She 


smirked and raised her brow. "Are you stalking me Izzy?" 

"Nah" He shook his head, clearing his throat. “But I've been lookin’ everywhere for you." 
She raised one of her brows again. "Why would you do that?" She huffed. 

Slash grinned again. "Showbiz baby. 

Izzy coughed a little. "Slash." 


Scarlet looked at Slash again and smiled "Oh wait, you're Izzy's friend who was outside that diner the other 
night, huh?" She stated realising who Slash was. 


Slash nodded with a smirk. "And you're apparently the chick Izzy has been going on and on about to the record 


company." 
"Record company?" It then dawned on her and her mouth gaped open. "Shit. Izzy, are you in a band?" 
Izzy nervously put his thumb up to his mouth and chewed on it with a nod. 


"Fuck yeah we're in a band," Slash grinned again. "About to take off on our first headlining tour and shit. This 


fucker told the record company he wouldn't even go unless your band opened for us." 


Scarlet's jaw slowly hung open. She tilted her head to the side as her eyes shot from Izzy to Slash and back 


again. "Wait.what band are you guys in?" 
"Guns N' fucking Roses." Slash smiled proudly. 


Scarlet crossed her arms across her chest and shifted to her other foot. "Bullshit." She'd heard of them 


before, but she wasn't familiar with them. 


Izzy smiled and pointed to the local club scene magazine on the rack behind her. They were on the cover. ‘Hell 


Revisited It read. 

Scarlet grabbed the magazine and looked at it in disbelief, studying the faces, her eyes flickering over to lzzy 
and Slash. She then grabbed the Appetite For Destruction cassette from the new releases shelf and pointed at 
it. “This. ls you?" She asked in utter shock and disbelief. 

Izzy nodded, a slight smile gracing his lips as he looked down. "Yeah." 

Scarlet dropped her hands to her sides and scoffed. "Well fuck. Me. Sideways." 

Slash grinned. "No problem honey" 

"Come on man" Izzy cut his eyes over to Slash, having the smallest frown on his face. "Lay the fuck off” 
"What?" Slash whined a little. 

Izzy straightened his posture and turned to face Slash with a look in his eyes that said he had better chill out 
before Izzy lost his cool. Slash caught his drift and rolled his eyes as he shifted his weight nervously. Izzy had 


to ruin the fun. 


"Whatever man, I'm going outside for a smoke." He gave Scarlet one last look over from head to toe with a grin 
and made his way out of the store. 


"l'm real sorry about him.he's..drunk." Izzy's eyes fluttered about, never meeting Scarlet's. 


She shrugged and stifled a laugh. "H's alright. Wouldn't be the first time a guys hit on me like that" She 


paused and folded her arms over her chest again. "Soooo..you said you've been looking for me?" 


Izzy didn't say a thing he just nodded and chewed nervously at his fingernails. Scarlet raised her eyebrows, 
patiently waiting for him to explain, but not one word slipped from Izzy's lips. 


"Well?" Scarlet impatiently shrugged with a smile. 


Izzy looked up, finally meeting her eyes. They were fucking extraordinary. He cleared his throat again. "| was 


ah..looking for you, because l." Just get it over and done with. "| wanted to ask you if you wanted to be our 


opening act." 
Scarlet's eyes lit up and she smirked. "Well.ask me." 


Izzy clenched his jaw together and smirked. "Scarlet" She looked at Izzy and gave him a devious grin, Izzy put 
his hands into his pockets. "Would you and your band like to be our opening act?" 


Her lips twitched up and she tilted her head to the side with a shrug. "Mm, | don't know. What's in it for me?" 
Izzy smirked. "Well.for starters, its a paying gig. Secondly it will give your band some exposur-" 
"My band isn't even that good" Scarlet interjected as she looked down with her arms folded. 


Izzy almost scoffed "| heard you sing." He shook his head, this girl didn't realise the talent she had. "You're 


fucking amazing." 


Scarlet looked up at him and the corner of her mouth curled up. "Did you really refuse not to go on tour if 
my band didn't open?" She asked with a curious smirk 


Izzy smiled shyly and nodded, trying to hide the smile behind his hair. 

"And it was agreed upon?" 

Izzy just nodded again and chewed on his thumb nail. 

Scarlet sighed and she shrugged. "Well.l'd hate to keep you from touring." 

Izzy looked up at her, his eyes a little wide. "Sooo..does that mean?" 

Scarlet smirked. "Yeah." She uttered. "I'd love to be your opening act 

Izzy couldn't help but smile at her. 

He felt a little relieved, not only because Scarlet had said yes, but because he was going to be able to get to 
know her on a deeper level. She wasn't some groupie fan that wanted to get in his pants. 
Izzy smirked again. "So.how long is the rest of your shift?" 

Scarlet shrugged. "Half an hour." 


Izzy nodded and it went silent for a moment. "I guess I'll see you round then" 


"| guess so. l'm looking forward to the tour." 


Izzy smirked. "Me too." 


He really was. 


Relevant Business and Old Friends 
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Izzy made his way out of the music shop as relief swept over him. He looked up and spotted Slash leaning on 
the brick wall next to the music shop smoking a cigarette. As Slash turned his head to the side, he couldn't 

help but notice the shit eating grin that played on Izzy's lips. Slash smirked and tossed the cigarette between 
his fingertips to the ground. He pushed himself off the brick wall and raised his eyebrow at Izzy from behind 


his hair. 
"So how'd it go with your chick?" 
Izzy couldn't help but smile as he shrugged. "Well, she didn't say no." 


Slash smirked and just as Izzy opened his mouth to say something else Scarlets voice rang out from behind 


them. "Hey Izzy" 


Slash and Izzy's heads whipped around to see Scarlet locking up the store. A hopeful smirk crossed Izzy's face 
as he glanced over at Slash. He nodded. "Ill catch up with you later man" 


Izzy lips curled even bigger and he looked down towards the ground as Slash sauntered off. Izzy turned his 
head back as Scarlet approached him seeming slightly nervous. Izzy slipped a cigarette between his lips and lit 


it as he stood and waited patiently for her to say something. Anything. 


"I think | should probably buy you a drink" Scarlet announced, finding it hard to look him directly in the eye, 
even in the dark she couldn't find the strength to. 


‘Oh really?" Izzy smirked and let the smoke roll off of his lips. "Yeah you like me now don't you?" 


Scarlet shook her head as the smallest smirk graced her lips but it disappeared again as she rolled her head to 
the side to look out onto the street. "Do you want a drink or not?" 


Izzy extended his arms out and bowed slightly to her, as the cigarette dangled from his lips. "| don't see why 


not?" 


Scarlet smiled at him and they began to walk down the strip. It was comfortably silent for a moment before 
Scarlet licked her lips and opened her mouth. "Izzy. have to ask.why did you really go to all this trouble to 
track me down?" 

"I told you, | like the way you sing." Izzy simply shrugged and took a long drag from his cigarette. 

Scarlet sighed. "Don't bullshit me Izzy, I'm not that good." 


"You underestimate your self" Izzy stated and exhaled smoke into the night air as he eyed their surroundings. 


Scarlet stared at him with a scrupulous look. "What?" Izzy shrugged innocently. 
"Why?" She asked flatly. 
"You don't want to know that" He chuckled as a shy smile formed on his lips. 


| asked, didn't 1?" Scarlet huffed impatiently. 


Izzy was silent. His honest answer might of been offensive. However, he definitely didn't see any way to lie to 
her and get away from it. Fuck it. 


"You..ah..got an instant response out of me." Izzy all but coughed 
"Instant response?" She questioned, confusion present in her voice. 


"Yeah.like a physical response. Figured if you had that effect on me then you probably did on other guys too. 
That's the kind of shit that's good for business." 


Scarlet's pace slowed as a baffled look crossed her face. "Are you seriously telling me | made your dick hard?" 
Izzy shrugged, his eyes wide. "You demanded to know." 


Scarlet rolled her eyes and sucked some air into her lungs before letting it out in a chuckle and shaking her 


head. "You're not getting into my pants. 

"Who said | was trying?" lzzy smirked. "Trust me, when | try, you'll know honey: 

"This isn't going to work" Scarlet shook her head again and stopped dead in her tracks. 

"Why not?" Izzy asked as he tossed his cigarette onto the street and took a step closer to her. 


"Because you're making me feel like l'm obligated to fuck you for getting me a gig.” 


Izzy sighed as a small smirk danced across his lips. "I think you're just fishing for excuses." 
"Excuses? Why would | need an excuse?" Scarlet nervously asked, her eyes darting to the ground and back. 
Izzy tried to capture her eyes with his. "Because something has you scared and it aint me." 


"Oh right!" Scarlet huffed loudly. "I think you're the one fishing now. Fishing for a way to get yourself out of 
the hot seat!" Scarlets cheeks blazed as red as a stop sign and her eyes went wide as she shook her head in 


frustration 


Izzy studied her for a long moment as neither of them uttered a word, but Izzy didn't need words to analyze 
someone. He had a talent in observation, and something in his observation of her reminded him of Axl. His 
brows furrowed slightly as he looked at her and lit another cigarette. "Would you feel better if | promised you 
that I'm not trying to fuck you? Would |? Hell yes. Am | trying? No. Do | expect it? No. Do you owe me? No." 
His eyes flickered away from her as he took a long drag from the cigarette resting between his fingertips. He 
exhaled smoke into the air before finally meeting her eyes again. "Now do you think we can go get a fucking 


drink? Maybe actually discuss some relevant business?" 


Scarlet rolled her eyes with sarcasm and picked up the pace of her feet as she continued to walk down the 
sidewalk. Izzy smirked and almost ran in attempt to catch up with her. 


They continued to walk a few blocks as the Whiskey finally came into their view. Scarlet looked slightly 
impressed when Izzy got them in the club without paying. All he did was nod at the door man Both Izzy and 
Scarlet made their way through the smallish crowd and over to the bar. Izzy motioned to the bartender and 
ordered them a couple shots of whiskey. 


"So." Scarlet began, attempting to break the silent tension between them. "When does this tour start?" 


‘Couple of weeks." Izzy replied as he picked up his first shot and downed it, before taking another one in his 
hand. 


Scarlet nodded as she pursed her lips together. "How do we travel?" 


"By bus." Izzy told her flatly as he downed the second shot and put his hand up to motioned for the bartender 
again. But as the bartender walked over, Izzy just put his hand out and took the entire bottle. The bartender 
raised his eyebrows at him and Izzy tossed him a fifty dollar bill before pulling the pourer from the neck of 
the bottle and passing it back to the bartender. He plopped down on the stool and tipped the bottle towards his 


mouth. "It'll be cramped, but I've slept in worse conditions." 


Scarlet opened her mouth to say something but just as she was about to a commotion at the door caused her 
head to whip around to see what was happening. People were crowding. Polaroids were flashing. People were 
chanting a name but she couldn't make it out because the crowd wasn't in unison. Scarlet watched as a figure 


clad in black emerged from the crowd. The bouncers pushed the people back from the mysterious figure as 


the house lights flicked on all at once. The figure in black threw his hand up to shield his eyes from the 
blinding light. All Scarlet could see was a devilish smirk that glinted teeth, but something about that smile 


seemed horribly familiar to her. 


Scarlet was startled out of her thoughts as a voice boomed over the PA system. "The Whiskey's own Nikki 
Sixx is in the motherfucking building!" 


Scarlet's heart dropped into her stomach and dread pulsed through her. It couldn't be. 


The crowd cheered loudly as Nikki threw both of his fists into the air and took in the reception of his fans, 


but as the house lights went dim again the club returned to it's normal pace. 


Scarlet held her breath and she swore that her heart was almost going to beat out of her chest as Nikki 
gradually got closer and closer to the bar and without thinking twice, she quickly whipped herself around and 
back to Izzy but as her eyes finally met his, a peculiar look crossed his face. His eyes then made their way 
over her shoulder for a split second and then back to hers. 


"Know Nikki do you?" He asked curiously but before Scarlet could produce even a syllable, Nikki's loud drunken 
Voice rang out from behind the both of them. "Stradlin!" He announced and did the one thing that Scarlet hoped 
to the love of god he didn't. She groaned to herself as he strolled over to the bar and stood right behind her. 
Fucking shit. 


"Hey Nikki, what's up?" Izzy asked as he tipped the whiskey bottle in his hand towards Nikki 


"Just got off the road man, I'm so fucking bored" Nikki drunkenly slurred with a small smirk as his chest 
bumped into Scarlet, but it was only then that he noticed a human was actual sitting in front of him. Nikki 
motioned his chin at her. "This yours?" He asked before picking up a lock of her hair and playing with it. 


"No. Not at all." lzzy smirked then looked at Scarlet. 


"Mmmmm" Nikki licked his lips. "Then lets see what we have here." He cooed as his hand made its way to the 
back the bar stool before he spun the chair around. 


Scarlet's mind froze, right along with the rest of her as she came face to face with Nikki Sixx. His relaxed 
eyes peeked out from behind the wild strands of his hair. It was then that a sideways smirk danced across his 
lips but it disappeared soon after. He backed away a few inches and his eyes focused on her more closely, 


recognition seeping into them. 
"Scarlet?" He questioned in disbelief. 


Izzy's brows furrowed together in confusion as he leant back in his chair a bit, he looked at the two for a 


moment before he brung the bottle to his mouth for another sip. So they did know each other. 


"Nikki." Scarlet coughed awkwardly, her eyes darting to Izzy. "Uhm.hi." She nervously choked out, still paralysed 
by Nikki's presence. 


"Well fuck me, Its been a long fucking time.How have you been?" He asked before a devious and daring smirk 
graced his lips. "You still party with the candy and China? Cuz I've got some killer shit back at my place baby." 
He dropped his hand down to her arm and traced it softly, his intense green eyes hungrily scanning her chest, 
before a dirty smirk played on his face again He was just as she remembered him, charming as the devil 


himself. 


Scarlet cleared her throat again. "Nah." She began, looking hesitantly at Izzy again. "Dropped that shit a long 


time ago." 


Nikki smiled deviously at her. "You're clean now huh? You still as fun as you were back in the day?" He 
released a throaty chuckle. "You remember that night when we got shit faced drunk and ended up trying out 


every sex position in the book?" 
Scarlet's cheeks blazed red as she looked shamelessly over to Izzy, his eyebrows furrowing slightly. 


"Because | fucking do." Nikki chuckled again and his eyes flickered over to Izzy. "This chick right here is one of 
the best fucks you'll ever have Stradlin She gives wicked. Fucking. Blow jobs. | wouldn't give up the opportunity.” 


Scarlet rolled her eyes and Izzy smirked at her. "So how's life been treatin’ ya honey?" Nikki asked as he leant 


forward to grab one of the shots of Whisky. 
"ls ah, been pretty good" She replied with a smile. "How's life been treating you?" 


"Baby I'm Nikki Sixx" He looked at her and as his eyebrow raised, a diabolical smirk graced his lips. "You saw my 
grand entrance earlier didn't you?" He leant forward a little. "Yeah all those people are fans, and | got the 
awesome introduction and shit. How the fuck could life be bad? And then | see you sitting here." Nikki smirked 


again and moved closer to Scarlet so that his arm was able to snake around her waist and rest on her hip. 


Izzy smirked slightly and shook his head as he put the bottle to his lips again to take another huge chug of 
whiskey, by now half the bottle had disappeared. His thoughts were broken when a bleach blonde approached 
him and whispered something in his ear. Izzy nodded and Scarlet saw him pull something small from his pocket 


and hand it to the blonde as he took a twenty from her and stuffed it in his pocket. 

Nikki looked up and leant over towards Izzy, giving him a devious grin. "So business is good |zz?" 

"Which one?" Izzy shrugged and gulped down even more from the bottle. 

Scarlet took her eyes off Nikki and focused them on Izzy as he spoke. She had suspected that he was a drug 


dealer, he had always put off that shady vibe and after hearing what Izzy had just said, she was sure that he 


was in fact a dealer. Did she really want to have any affiliation with someone who sold drugs? She tried to 


justify it in her one half of her mind by telling herself that Izzy was a nice guy. But the other half told her 


that nice guys didn't sell drugs. Izzy had saved her ass from being mugged and given her band a very 
lucrative offer. So he couldn't have been that bad, right? 


"Well | talked to Slash so | know the music thing is going pretty well" Nikki retorted. "But not too well if you 


still need that second income." 


Scarlet saw Izzy roll his eyes. "Well not everyone can be Nikki Sixx." He mumbled before pulling the bottle 
towards his lips again. 


The Past Hurts 
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A million thoughts raced through Izzy's mind. Scarlet knew Nikki, she also had a history with drugs. It was 
obvious that Scarlet wasn't all that innocent as Izzy had thought in the first place. There was a lot more to 
her than meets the eye. She had secrets and Izzy wasn't quite sure if she was hiding something else, but it 


somehow intrigued him. In a matter of speaking he was the same way. 


Izzy turned to her and flicked the hair out of his face. "So..how do you know Nikki?" He pulled the near empty 
bottle to his mouth and downed the rest of it in one big gulp. He motioned again to the bartender for yet 


another bottle and Scarlet could see that he was becoming drunk. 
Scarlet looked over at him and shrugged. "Well, he was one of the first people | met when | moved to LA" 
Izzy took a sip out of the new bottle he had and raised his eyebrows at her to continue. 


She cleared her throat. "| saw him down at the bar he was playing at one night. It was the night | had just 
arrived in LA. We hit it off really well and the rest is history." 


Izzy took another sip from the bottle in his hand and raised his eyebrow once more. The rest wasn't history, 
there was more. A lot more. They had fucked and shared drugs and lived together. Yeah there was history and 
current events going on there. That was plain as day, but somehow, Izzy found himself wanting to know more. 


"What about the-" 


"Drugs?" Scarlet interjected before he was able to finish his sentence. She looked at him and he could see the 
sadness sweep over her face. "What can | say?" She chuckled but it was laced with a regret. "| did them for a 


little while." 


Izzy could see the shame and regret swirling in her eyes, and swore he saw her extraordinary sea green eyes 
darken, He rested his chin on his hand and blinked slowly. "You don't seem like the sort of chick that does 
them." He said truthfully and focused on her closely as if he was trying to picture her strung out like he 


usually was. 


Scarlet almost rolled her eyes and scoffed. "Well, does this prove your point?" She rolled up the sleeve of her 
denim jacket and revealed the few track marks left on her skin. But she pushed her sleeve back down just as 


quickly as she had rolled it up. 


Izzy got a good look at her scars before she rolled her sleeve back down, they were barley noticeable in the 
dim lighting of the bar but he could see the outline of where the needles had been They didn't really faze him. 
Izzy had seen plenty of scars like them before. Hell, he had scars of his own. "How did you get into them?" He 


found himself asking as he downed more Jack. "Heroin and Coke was it?" 
Scarlet grimaced. "Why does it matter?" She shifted nervously in her seat. 


‘It doesn't" Izzy shook his head before putting a cigarette up to his lips and lighting it. He exhaled the smoke 
from his mouth and nose and squinted as it drifted up into his eye. "But | want to know." He finished as his 
eyes met hers again. 


She sighed. "When | was with Nikki, he told me they'd help with pain" Scarlet looked down. "So | tried them and 
got hooked." 


Izzy couldn't help but visualize Sixx with this dream chick of his. It was a real blow to the ego. "So you fucked 
Sixx?" Izzy licked his lips and wondered if she had been a groupie. 


‘I'm sorry, how is that your business?" Scarlet's eyebrows furrowed together with anger but they softened 


agai n. 


Izzy huffed. "I could give a fuck less, just curious." He looked at Scarlet and the thought about her previous 
statement about pain popped into his head. There were a lot of different pains than the type that required a 


doctor. "What pain were you referring to?" 
'It doesn't matter anymore." Scarlet looked down at the bar. 
Izzy arched an eyebrow. "Obviously it still does honey." 


Scarlet looked up at him, her eyebrows scrunching together again. "H-how would you know?" She questioned 
him. 


"Lets just say I've got experience with it” He drawled and took a drag off of his cigarette while looking at her. 


Scarlet looked back and she adjusted the bag on her shoulder. "l-l have to go." She cleared her throat and 
quickly rose to her feet before turning to leave. "I'm sorry." She mumbled to him as she made her way 
towards the door. 


"Hey! | hope this doesn't mean you're gonna turn down the gig." Izzy called out to her as she disappeared out 


the door. He hoped to god she wouldn't. 


Izzy sauntered down the strip, a lit cigarette hanging from his lips. He had one hand in his pocket as the other 
ran through his hair. Scarlet was one complicated woman, she had two different sides to her. She was like a 


different person when you brought up her past. Izzy didn't understand why it seemed so cryptic to her, 
anybody who's anybody had done drugs before. It was LA. after all 


Izzy pondered in his thoughts and before he knew it the rehearsal space loomed into his view. He threw his 
finished cigarette butt to the ground and made his way towards the building. 


"Where the fuck have you been man?" 


Izzy looked up and his eyes caught a familiar head of red hair. Axl. "I was um.making arrangements with our 
opening act." He said as he made his way to the old dusty couch sitting on the far wall. 


Axl raised his eyebrow. "Opening act huh? Oh right, the opening act that | had no say in? Am | right?" 


Izzy rolled his eyes, if he wasn't drunk right now he'd probably turn right around and go straight back to the 
bar. "Man, don't start. I'm not in the mood for this shit." 


"You're not in the mood for this shit? Fucking hell Izzy, come on." 


Izzy groaned a little. "Why is it such a fucking crime that | went out on my own accord and found an opening 
act?" 


"Yeah, on your own accord. That's what fucking pisses me off" Axl ran a hand through his hair. "We're a 


fucking band Izzy, we're supposed to work together. Consult each other with this kinda shit” 


Izzy rolled his eyes and looked up at him. "And band members are supposed to trust each other with this kinda 
shit" 


Axl shook his head, frustration present in his voice. "It has nothing to do with trust. It's about making the 
decisions as a band." 


"Yeah, like you never made any decisions that you didn't run by us first" Izzy huffed at him as he slipped 


another cigarette between his lips and lit it. "Look, the band will be great. Just leave it alone, ok?" 
Axl sighed deeply. "Slash says you have a thing for the singer." 


Izzy took a long drag from his cigarette and looked up at Axl through the strands of black hair hanging in his 
face. "Slash talks too much." He murmured before his eyes fell to the floor. 


Axl sighed again "Izz, what are you thinking huh?" 
"What do you mean?" 


"You know exactly what | mean" Axl shook his head again and looked at Izzy slouched down and oblivious to 


everything. He sighed once more and ran a hand through his hair again. "Look Izz, this band better be fucking 
great and | swear if you fucking blow this tour because of your little crush on the singer..l'll fucking kill you 
for it" 


Izzy looked up at Axl and laughed. "As if fucker." 


Undecided 
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(3 weeks later) 

"Man, do you think this band of yours is even going to turn up?" 

Izzy's looked up from his guitar and shrugged. He hadn't seen or heard from Scarlet since their little blow out 
at the bar and he honestly wasn't sure if she was going to turn up or not. Yes, he hoped she would but hope 
probably wouldn't work with the luck he had. Only time would tell. Izzy's eyes fell back onto the neck of his 
guitar as he strummed a few chords before taking a drag from the cigarette between his fingertips. 


"What if they don't?" 


Izzy shrugged again and looked up at Duff, his eyes squinting a little as the smoke from his smouldering 
cigarette rose into them. "I guess we're fucked then" 


Duff chuckled a litte and shook his head with small smile. "Probably." 

Izzy took another long drag from his cigarette and put his hand up to scratch the back of his neck before 
resting it on his guitar again. He knew that if Scarlet and her band didn't show, he'd get an earful from Axl. 
That was certain. But something told him that she would show. He had a feeling. 

Izzy was startled out of his thoughts when he heard footsteps coming from behind the closed door. He took 
his guitar off and put it in its stand before he took a seat on one of the amps nearby and it was then that 
Axl barged in. "Just heard word from Management. They're coming to check out the band." 

"Yeah..thatd be great. If they were actually here." Slash mumbled from the back of the room. 

"What?" Axl questioned, his eyes shooting from Slash to Izzy. 


Here it goes. 


"The fucking band isn't even here yet? Our fucking opening act? That's supposed to go on tour with us in like 
four fucking days? What the fuck Izzy? | thought you said you handled this?" 


"| did. They'll come, don't fucking worry." Izzy assured Axl but in the back of his mind he wasn't very sure if 


they were coming or not. 


He knew Axl was going to be pissed beyond all recognition if this chick didn't show. But that curious spark in 
her eyes, that un-tapped into chemistry they shared. The eye contact. He knew she wanted to, but she had a 
lot of pride for a chick. The way she swung from left to right and back reminded him of Axl. His moods blew 


like the wind and Scarlet's seemed to do the exact same thing. 


"So fucking help me Izzy, if they don't show | will kick your ass all the way to Indiana and back! | can't fucking 
believe you did this shit. Just thinking about your dick. | don't know why, it's so smacked out half the time it 


doesn't even fucking work!" 


Izzy could tell by the tone of Axl's voice that he was just at the start of some two hour rant that he would 
normally block out completely. Izzy didn't need his fucking psychobabble bullshit. It was his fucking band too. 


"Man if you don't back the fuck off me, I'm throwing Duff's bottle of Vodka at you." Izzy warned in that dry 
detached way of his. 


"Like fucking hell you are man!" Duff shouted quickly with creased eyebrows. 


"Then somebody better check this dictating asshole in my face." Izzy glared at Axl and let the smoke from his 
cigarette roll off of his lips and into his face. 


None of this seemed to be going over well with Axl because he was getting redder by the fucking minute. He 
wanted to tackle Izzy, it was that easily readable on his face. Izzy just sat there blowing smoke out from 
between his lips and smirking, daring Axl if you will. Axl took a step forward just as an unfamiliar voice 
interrupted him. 


"Hey, is this where we should be? We're the band" A tall lanky guy with shoulder length brown hair asked. 
Izzy's eyes flickered to the guy and then behind him. A knowing smirk crossed his lips as he saw Scarlet in the 
back holding her guitar case as two other guys followed behind her. She looked hot. Really hot. She was wearing 
tight leather pants and an Aerosmith shirt with the shoulders cut off. Her hair cascading down her back in 


those familiar wavy curls Izzy fucking loved. 


Izzy's eyes gazed back over to Axl with a smirk. "There's you're opener..any more fucking questions or 


threats?" 
"Maybe now we can get this shit on the road." Slash sighed, feeling glad that the tension had been broken 
"You guys ready to set up?" Duff asked them as he put down his bass. 


Izzy stood and made his way towards Scarlet. He looked at her with prowling eyes. "I'm so fucking glad you 
showed." He smirked. "You have no idea what was going to go down if you hadn't shown up when you did” 


Scarlet smirked back at him. "Well.'m here. Lets do this." She said as she set her guitar case on the ground. 


Relief swept over Izzy as a sarcastic smirk graced his lips every time Axl and anyone else who doubted him 


looked his way. He knew she would show. And she did. 


After names and handshakes had been exchanged, it was time for Soundcheck. 


Izzy and everyone else in the band were seated on the various chairs, amps and lounges scattered around the 
room. Management had decided not to show, once again but that didn't bother anyone, especially not Izzy. He 

was too focused on Scarlet. He watched her as she knelt down and opened her guitar case before grabbing the 
guitar out and standing again. She pulled the strap over her head and plugged the guitar in, taking one glance at 
Izzy. He smirked at her deviously as she took her place behind the microphone just as the room was filled with 


the electrifying riff from ‘Whole Lotta Love’. 


Scarlet leaned into the microphone and closed her eyes before belting out the first verse. "You need coolir’. 
Baby l'm not foolin’. I'm gonna send ya back to school and. Way down inside. Ah honey you need it. I'm gonna 


give you my love, l'm gonna give you my love.” 


The hair on the back of Izzy's neck stood up and as he watched Scarlet command the stage, it was almost like 
he was back at the dimly lit club he first laid eyes on her. Only this time, he could see her dead on. The was 
no explanation as to what this girl did to him. It was beyond anything. She drove him crazy. 


Izzy looked over to Axl who smirked at him. Oh yeah. Izzy knew she was a fucking goddess. So much for Axl 
kicking his ass. He fucking owed Izzy for sure. 


Izzy glanced over to Slash who's jaw was practically hitting the floor as Duff just sat there with a dirty grin 
plastered to his lips. Steven was also grinning with his puppy dog eyes and at that very moment, Izzy knew she 
had put them under her spell too, just like she did to him. That was exactly what he had hoped for. 


When Scarlet was done singing and the song had ended, Izzy couldn't help but notice the way she seemed to 
crawl back up into her shell. Scarlet seemed ambivalent to the fact that they all really liked her performance. 
She seemed a thousand miles away. Her eyes scanned nothing but the floor as her lifeless hand held onto the 


mic. 


The guys all shouted approvals while Scarlet's band smiled and accepted the glory. Izzy's eyes fell back onto 
her from behind a plume of grey smoke. He knew something wasn't right. He looked to Axl who seemed to 
notice the lack of joy in her and without thinking twice, Izzy lowered his cigarette and got up to walk over to 


her. 


"That was fucking amazing." 


Scarlet's eyes snapped up at him in response before a fake smile stretched onto her lips. "So we get the gig 


huh?" 


"Yeah, absolutely." Izzy irked but in the back of his mind, he couldn't seem to let go of how quickly her moods 
shifted. She was starting to remind him of Axl. "Is something wrong?" 


Scarlet allowed her eyes to scan the room. Every single person had a drink in their hand. White powder was 
scattered across the mixer console and the lingering smell of stale pot still hung in the air. "l.l just need some 


fresh air." Scarlet almost panted as she stood up and practically raced for the door. 


She made her way out of the building and halfway up the block before a hand grabbed her arm and stopped 
her. "Hey wait!" Izzy panted catching his breath. "Scarlet just wait." 


‘lm sorry lzzy.but, | don't think | can do this." She huffed and shook her head as her eyes fell to the ground. 


Izzy dropped his hands to his sides and creased his eyebrows together. "What the fuck do you mean you don't 
think you can do this?" 


Scarlet looked up at him just as her lips parted. "I." She paused before she ran a hand over her face in 
frustration "There's so many things in that building that I've been trying to avoid for a long time Izzy. It was 
so hard for me to kick those things. | don't know what I'm getting myself into anymore.." Scarlet uttered as 
her eyes fell to the ground again. "l-l don't even know if | can beat the temptation.| was on a very dark road 
before |-It doesn't even matter." Her eyes flickered back up to Izzy before she sighed. "I can't go back on that 
path Izzy, you have no idea what it did to me..what it's still doing to me. can't, | just ca-" 


Izzy threw his cigarette butt to the ground and shook his head at Scarlet. "Do you have any idea how much 
shit | had to listen to for me to be able to ask you to open for us? | took a chance on you because | thought 
you were fucking good. Thought you could handle playing your guitar and shaking your ass for 45 minutes. 
What's this shit now after you come all the fucking way down here and audition? You can't fucking do it?" 
Scarlet looked down again before shaking her head. "You just don't understand Izzy." 


"Well why don't you help me do that darlin?" He smirked as he took a drag off of his cigarette. 


Scarlet groaned. "I'm not going to be able to last through the tour if there's every drug know to man at my 


reach." 
"Steer clear of ‘em then." 
"Its not that easy Izzy." 


A small scoff escaped from the back of Izzy's throat because in the back of his mind he understood what she 
meant. He himself had tried to quit using several times. The end of every attempt started with a little 


temptation. However he couldn't just let her back out. Axl would kill him because there was no way they could 


find an opener in time to leave. 


"| get what you're saying," Izzy exhaled the smoke aimlessly from his lips before he took a deep breath of 
fresh air and opened his mouth again. "But be honest here. When you met me you had to suspect | was a 
dealer. | mean.gun aside, look at me. You probably saw some track marks. You watched me sell to Nikki for 
fuck sake. You were the one that should have known it honey, but you kept going along and you ended up 
here.Now what do you expect me to tell my band?" 


Scarlet looked at Izzy and he saw regret swirling in her sea green eyes. "Izzy. am truly sorry..." 
"| dont need a sorry. | need you." 


Scarlet eyes flickered away and for a moment she was silent. Izzy studied her quietly as he waited for a 
response but not a word slipped from her plush lips. She seemed to be thinking, the way her eyebrows 
furrowed together and then softened gave it away. Izzy swore that he saw her eyebrows knit together in 
concentration about five times before her lips finally parted again He only hoped she had some good news to 


give him. 


"I don't know what the hell I'm doing." Scarlet mumbled to herself before looking directly at Izzy. "Fuck it” 
Scarlet shook her head in frustration before breathing deeply. She swallowed her pride and ran a hand through 
her hair. What did she have to lose? "When do we leave?" 


Confessions 
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The wind lashed at Izzy's face and whipped his hair into his eyes. He stood with one hand in the pocket of his 
jeans while the other plucked a cigarette out of his shirt pocket. He blocked the wind with his left hand and lit 
it before placing it between his lips and taking a drag. Izzy blew a perfect grey plume of smoke into the air and 
watched it become distorted as the wind carried it away. His eyes focused on the trees swinging side to side, 
looking like they could almost bump into each other and at that moment he let a small smile cross his lips. He 
couldn't even justify his smile. He hadn't smiled at things like nature and wellness is god knows how long. For 
years he had been basically numb and smiling wasn't something he did a lot of. 


It wasn't until that moment that he realized he was standing in some delapatated playground that looked like it 
had been long forgotten by children However not before they rode the thing hard and put it away wet. Izzy 
couldn't help but take note of the broken crack vials and empty wax paper squares that littered the ground 
with an occasional orange syringe lid. Now this place was a playground of a different kind. One he knew all too 


well. 


Izzy had followed Scarlet back to this seedy looking street. It was her place obviously. No great digs for sure. 
It made Hell House seem like a mansion, but something about the neighbourhood bothered Izzy. It was a drug 
neighbourhood and he was a rival dealer on someone elses corner. It wasn't safe for him there, but he just 
couldn't resist the urge of tailing Scarlet. Something about her fascinated him. She was this big mystery he 
just had to solve. 


After about a half hour of pacing and trying to talk himself out of it, he crossed the street and approached 
her building. The building was large and as Izzy stepped through the door, he once again contemplated about 
turning back but as he plodded up the flight of stairs he pushed the urge into the back of his mind and 
continued onwards. When he reached what he was sure was Scarlets door, he stopped abruptly and put his 
hand up to the door. He needed to do this. He was going to tell her it was okay if she wanted to back out, he 
would take the fire that was coming his way if she said no. Izzy took a deep breath and knocked twice with his 
knuckles as he waited for the door to open but instead he heard Scarlet's muffled voice from behind the 


closed door. 


"Leave me the fuck alone Jamie! | told you, I'm not interested in your fucking shit. | dropped smack a long time 


ago!" 


Izzy chuckled a little. She thought he was a drug dealer. Well, she wasn't completely wrong. He raised his fist 


again and put his knuckles to the wood, knocking for a second time. 
"Ugh! Fucking fuck of fl" Scarlet screamed in a highly agitated tone. 


The door was wrenched open so hard that Izzy thought it might have come off its hinges. He was greeted by 
a fuming Scarlet, her eyebrows furrowed together angrily. She glared at the ground and shook her head. "For 
the fifteenth fucking time! | don't want any of your sh-" Scarlets mouth gaped open in shock and her 


eyebrows furrowed again. "Izzy?" 


Izzy slipped his hands back into the pockets of his jacket and smirked at her. "Yeah..not Jamie honey." He 
muttered, pulling out his pack of cigarettes. "Mind if | come in? Wouldn't want to be seen stepping on Jamie's 
toes if you catch my drift" His scanned over his shoulder both ways. 


Scarlet smiled awkwardly, she did catch his drift. It was downright stupid of Izzy to cross into someone else's 
territory, being a dealer himself. However, she didn't really want him there. Scarlet hesitated but stepped aside 
and let Izzy stroll in as his eyes scanned the place. It was was better looking from the inside than it was 


outside. It was extremely tidy, so much, that it was a bit off putting to him. 


"Nice place." He told her and cleared his throat softly as he took a drag from his cigarette. "Mind if | like sit 
and shit?" He motioned to her couch with a jerk of his head. 


‘lm sorry." Scarlet blinked forgetting her manners momentarily. "Make yourself at home." 


Izzy let a smile cross his lips as he threw himself on the her couch and sprawled out like he owned it. "So," He 


sighed. "You gonna sit or stand and stare at me?" 


Scarlet raised her eyebrows at Izzy and slowly made her way to the couch, before plopping herself down next 
to him. His eyes wandered to the coffee table and scanned it before setting his sights on a book that was 
sitting there. Izzy found himself picking up the book before grazing his eyes over it. It was a poetry book 
which didn't interest him one bit but he cracked the spine anyway. When he did a picture fell out. He bent over 
and picked it up just as Scarlet was scampering to reach it first. Izzy's eyebrows raised when he saw it. It was 


Nikki. 


Scarlet cleared her throat awkwardly as Izzy's eyes shot to her. "What's this?" He asked nosily before 


smirking. 


"IFs a picture | took of Nikki when we lived together. Its, um. | meant to throw it away ages ago." She 
stammered. 


Izzy chuckled. "Sure as hell looks like it" 


Scarlet snatched it off him and placed it back into the book Izzy still held in his hand. She placed the book back 
onto the table and sighed. "So, what brings you here? On second thoughts, how in the hell did you find where | 


live?" 


Izzy took another slow drag off of his cigarette and smiled. "Well, | don't want this to sound weird or anything 
but." He took another drag and looked at her through the strands of his hair. "I followed you." 


Scarlet scoffed. "Yeah, that doesn't sound weird at all. Why'd you follow me?" 
Izzy shrugged. "| wanted to come and talk." 
"Well. talk" 


Izzy's eyes fell on the book containing Nikki's picture again. "| got to thinking about what you said back at the 
studio, ‘bout the drugs and temptation and stuff..You know l'm not the most sober person, but I've tried it a 
few times. | know how the temptation thing can be. If you can't do this..you know it's cool. | understand. I'l 


handle my band if you want to back out." 
Scarlet sighed loudly. "Izzy | said yes. | can't just hide with a blanket over my eyes for the rest of my life.” 


Izzy nodded as a slight smile played on his lips, until his eyes fell on the poetry book again He just couldn't let 
go of the fact that an old picture of Nikki served as her book marker. He motioned to the book with his head. 
"You must have been in love with him?" His voice carried a strange tone with it that Scarlet couldn't quite 


place. 
"Is that really any of your business?" Scarlet rolled her eyes and looked down. 


Izzy couldn't really help but note what a sensitive subject Nikki seemed to be to her. She had to have been in 
love with the guy at some point. Why else would she keep his picture in arms reach? Izzy knew there was far 
more to the story than Scarlet let on. Izzy was beginning to think he might have to get his answers out of 
Nikki. Nikki was not a secretive guy. He always told you exactly what was on his mind. He owned up to 
everything he did, wrong or right. He would gladly tell Izzy anything he wanted to know. The problem with Sixx 
was the details. Nikki would rub the details in his fucking face. Izzy would honestly rather hear it from Scarlet 


in a PG 13 version as opposed to Nikki's triple X version 


"Why keep a part of him so close if he never meant anything but a good time?" Izzy asked plainly with a 
shrug. 


Scarlet forced her eyes out the window in her apartment and sighed. Izzy could be very nosey at times, but if 
she was going to be spending the next few months with him, she thought it'd be better if she confessed a 
little otherwise Izzy wouldn't get off her back about it. "He wasn't always just about a good time. There were 
days when he was soft and sensitive, those were the good days. We'd get up to all sorts of things." Izzy saw a 
small smile grace Scarlet's lips. She must have really felt something for him, but why was she so guarded 
about it all the time? Why wasn't she still friends with him? Something must have happened between them. 
Considering that Nikki was involved, it probably wasn't pretty. 


Izzy kept his eyes fixed on Scarlet, watching as her eyes darkened a little as she spoke. "Then heroin came into 
the mix and it was a whole different fucking story. Things started getting hectic then. | didn't know about it 
until one night when | was at home alone. Nikki and Tommy came back from a Mötley gig at the Whisky, drunk 
and loaded with coke and smack. They hobbled through the front door, Nikki and Tommy greeted me and asked 
if | was up to party. | said yes, and then we went into our room. All | remember was seeing Nikki cook up shot 
after shot and then he'd inject Tommy and himself in a matter of minutes, go out into the spa we had and 
pass out hurling his guts up. He used to do that a lot. It was fucking horrible." 


"What'd you think when you first tried it?" Izzy asked her curiously. 


Scarlet sighed. "At first it was like.fun | guess, it was a real rush y'know. But heroin wasn't Tommy's thing. He 
didn't get all wound up in it like Nikki..or myself" 


| can relate, an ex-girlfriend turned me on to the shit. Supplying our habits is how | ended up as a dealer." 
Izzy found himself saying, understanding what she meant. "So you were like Nikki's girlfriend huh? That's a bit 
more than just fuck buddies don't you think?" Izzy's eyes landed on the book containing Nikki's picture again. "So 
what happened between you two? When he showed up at the club you didn't look very happy to see him. Take 
it you parted on bad terms?" 


Scarlet looked away with a nod. Bad terms was putting it rather mildly. "Bad terms doesn't even 
begin to describe it." 


"Care to fill me in darlin?" Izzy asked showing genuine concern and intrigue. 


Scarlet looked down again and shook her head. "Nikki, he..One night he took me out with him to score, he wanted 
to show me what it was like. We waited for about half an hour when this seedy looking dealer turned up. Nikki 
did business with him like he normally would, but instead of giving the guy money..Nikki.he came up to me and 
told me | had to go in the back with the guy. He said it was the only way we could get straight. He just 
wouldn't let up. | was afraid he might rough me up if | didn't. Nikki had so much rage in him. He was always 
fighting someone. So he turned me out to the guy and for what? His fucking dope. Yeah | did it too, but | would 
have never done THAT for it. My heart shattered into a million tiny fucking pieces that night. | felt so 
betrayed, | couldn't fucking believe that he actually sold me to some fucking junkie dealer for a night. All for 
his precious fucking dope." Scarlet paused. "That night | packed up and left. | never wanted to see him again. 
That had been successful until that night at the club." 


something like that. You sure you want to do this? We are going to be bumping into Nikki on the road at this 
festival thing, Motley are playing at ones of our gigs. | couldn't help but notice he hasn't seem to have 


forgotten you. If he sees you he's gonna come on to you honey, trust me l'm a man" 


"Well | guess I'll just have to let bygones be bygones then and get over it" Scarlet shrugs with a big sigh. 


"You sure? This is your last chance to back out, otherwise you sign a contract with us in the morning?" Izzy 


offered her one last chance. 


Scarlet pursed her lips in thought for quite some time before her lips finally parted. "It's good for my band, 
right?" 


The Grand Entrance 
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The cigarette that dangled from Izzy's lips turned amber as he sucked in the last bit and flicked the butt 
through the window of the bus. His eyes were fixated on the grey pavement. He couldn't stop thinking about 
what Scarlet had told him. He couldn't stop thinking about what Nikki had done to her. Sixx was the devil as it 
is and he had done some things that were pretty low, but what he did to Scarlet, that was another level of 


low. 
"Hey lz" 


Izzy was broken from thoughts and looked up to see Slash sitting on the table, fixing Duff and himself a few 


lines. "You got a dollar?" 

Izzy looked out the window again before reaching into his back pocket to retrieve a dollar bill. He rolled it up 
and threw it at Slash receiving a grin from him. Izzy watched as Slash put his head down and inhaled two fat 
lines with ease. He then watched as Duff did the same. Izzy shook his head and stood. "I'm going to get some 
air." 

"You don't wanna party man?" 

Izzy looked at Slash as he slipped a cigarette between his lips. "Nah, I'll party some other time.." 

"What's the matter? Waiting for that girl to show up?" Slash teased as a knowing smirk slipped across his lips. 
Izzy nodded. "Yeah." 

"I think Izzy has a crush." Duff cooed, smirking. 

Izzys eyes cut over to him as he gave him a look that screamed ‘kindly shut the fuck up’. They didn't know 
what Scarlet was dealing with being around shit like this. Izzy knew being high around her made her feel 


uncomfortable. He didn't want to scare her off the moment she arrived. That was if she ever arrived.. 


As Izzy's foot hit the ground he cupped his hand around his cigarette and lit it before blowing a plume of 


smoke into the air. Just as he was about to abandon all hope and start panicking, a black van pulled up. Izzy 


stood there as time seemed to stand still until the door of the van was rolled open and a long sexy leg in skin 
tight denim stone wash jeans stepped out. Izzy took another drag of his cigarette and as his eyes caught the 
familiar glow of chestnut hair his heart almost skipped a beat. It was Scarlet. 


A grin wove onto Izzy's lips and his eyes lit up. She actually showed. His lips then twisted into a smirk as he 
folded his arms across his chest. "Well well, look who finally showed.." Izzy's tone was sarcastic and the smirk 


on his face was as wide as his lips would go. 


Scarlet caught Izzy's eyes and she gave him an assuring smile. It was her way of letting him know that she 
was ready for whatever was going to come her way on the tour. Izzy gave her a nod and as he did, he heard 
the scampering footsteps of Slash and Duff from inside the bus. He looked up just as Slash stuck his head out 
the window with a half-drunk smile on his lips. "Hurry up fuckers, we've got a train to catch!" 


Izzy cracked a grin onto his lips again and made his way over to Scarlet. "Are you sure you want to do this?” 


He asked quietly, as he looked her dead in the eye. 
Scarlet nodded once and sighed. "No better way to face your demons than head on, right?" 


Izzy raised an eyebrow and looked at her with a small grin on his face. "Even if one of them is named Nikki 


Sixx and we have to play a show with him?" 


| can ignore him for one night." Scarlet shrugged as one corner of her lips twitched into a smile. She told 


herself she could, but she also couldn't help but shiver at the thought. 


"That's a relief" Izzy chuckled and he gave her a small nod. He stood still for a second before he put his hand 
up to scratch his neck, and as he did, he found his eyes flickering to Scarlet's exposed shoulder. Izzy's eyes 
then traced a line from her shoulder to her chest and all the way down until they reached her legs. He 
watched as Scarlet raised her eyebrows at him. He couldn't help but look back at her with a smug grin. 
"Roadies will load all your gear." He irked. Scarlet shook her head and watched as he motioned to the bus with a 
smirk. "Ladies first." 


Scarlet took a deep breath and stepped up onto the bus warily. She found herself peering around the corner 
and as soon as she did, she wished that she hadn't. The first thing she came across was Slash and Duff at the 
table. They were laughing and chopping up coke in a magazine. A bottle of Jack was clenched in one of Slash's 
hands, and in front of Duff was a bottle of Vodka. She could feel her gut churning and she found herself 
struggling for air. She should have left. She should have turned around and ran, but something stopped her. 
Scarlet took a deep breath and found herself shuffling further onto the bus. 


Izzy stepped up onto the bus after her, his eyes flickering to the guys as his puts his first foot on the 
ground. He picked his feet and made his way over to them to secretly tell them to hide their shit for a 
minute, but before he could say anything, it was too late. Scarlet spun around to look at Izzy. He sighed and 
ran his hand over his head expecting her to change her mind. Fucking great. He could already hear Axl starting 
to rant, but before doubt was able to wash over him, Scarlet opens her mouth to say something that 


completely catches him off guard. 
"So which bunk is mine?" 


Izzy's lips parted. He was shocked. Scarlet wasn't backing out. He found himself smiling a little as he pointed to 
the rear of the bus. "I'll show you." He chirped as he lead Scarlet through the bus. Izzy threw his middle finger 
up at Duff and Slash as he passed by them. 


The roaring of their laughter filled Izzy's ears and just as he thought it could get any worse Duff started to 
sing softly. "| used to do a little but the little wouldn't do it so the little got more and more." 


Izzy whipped his head over his shoulder to glare at Duff just as he and Scarlet reached the bunks. Dickheads. 
Izzy motioned with his hand to the first bottom bunk. "This is you. | figured that you didn't want to climb over 
anyone, it would be too good of a view for them, you know?" He chuckled giving her a sideways grin, before 
looking away quickly. "Bathroom is right there but | can't make you any promises about toilet seats being 


raised or lowered" 
Scarlet smirked. "| expect nothing less on a bus full of guys." 


Izzy smiled lazily at her and gave a her a look that said "pretty much." He flicked his hair out of his face 
before glancing at the floor. "Um we have some food on here, but mostly chips and candy. We get stuff 


usually when we make it to the gigs. We have caterers and all so." 


Scarlet found herself nodding as she looked at Izzy. He seemed a lot more nervous about everything than she 


did. She was glad. 


Izzy's lips parted and before he could say anything he was interrupted by the door in front of them as it 
opened. Axl stuck his head out and briefly scanned Scarlet from head to toe. His green eyes flickered to Izzy as 


a smirk crossed his lips. "Good, now we can go." 
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Izzy's eyes flickered to Scarlet. He watched as her lips curled upwards and into that beautiful gleaming smile of 
hers. It was a genuine smile. Not like the other times. Slash must have been the real charmer, because 


whatever he was saying was making her laugh like Izzy had never seen her laugh before. 


Izzy's eyes flickered to Axl, he couldn't help but notice the way his eyes prowled over Scarlet. Axl always 
wanted everything that Izzy wanted. Why would Scarlet have been any exception? Jealousy twinged a bit in the 
back of his mind and he had to remind himself that Scarlet didn't belong to him. She wasn't some prize for 
winning a contest. He would like to tell Axl that, but he refrained himself and focused on Scarlet and Slash 
playing licks back and forth. In that moment he really admired Slash. He was setting Scarlet at ease when Izzy 
seemed to fail miserably. 


As he watched Slash grin from behind his hair and Scarlets soft laughter echo towards him, he remembered 
that picture of Nikki she used as a book mark. Chicks don't keep pictures of guys they don't care about. Nikki 
had done a really shitty thing to her. Izzy wouldn't have kept his damn picture if Nikki sold him off for his 
fucking god damn dope. He never cared for the guy before but now he really didn't. 


Izzy caught Axl out of the corner of his eye as he approached him, a slight smirk played on his lips. "Looks like 
Slash is gonna beat you to the punch on this one." 


"What punch?" Izzy mumbled innocently, as his eyes flickered over to Slash and Scarlet again 
Axl chuckled, grinning smugly. "Oh | think you know damn fucking well what punch I'm referring to Isbell." 


Izzy looked down and the corner of his lip twitched up. Of course Axl knew, he could read Izzy like the back of 
his hand and he had been since they were teenagers. Izzy's eyes fell to the ground again, before another grin 
slipped across his lips. He shook his head a little and sat up, before reaching into his denim jacket to retrieve a 
cigarette. He stuck it between his lips lazily, and lit it. His eyes flickered over to Slash and Scarlet again. No way 
was he going to let him get away with that shit. Izzy stood slowly, before strolling over to where the two sat, 
bonding. 


"Mind if | borrow Scarlet for just a moment to discuss business?" Izzy mumbled, squinting at the smoke that 


rose up in his eyes. 


"Yeah, whatever." Slash irked from behind his hair, still playing his guitar. 


Scarlet rose from her seat and furrowed her eyebrows at Izzy in confusion, her mind raced with thoughts 
wondering what kind of business it was that Izzy wanted to discuss. She was taken by surprise when Izzy 
opened the door to the bunks. He stepped aside so she could move past him. He then closed the door behind 


him and turned to a curious looking Scarlet. 


Scarlet watched as he moved the hair out of his face with a sigh. His eyes were always hidden behind the 
stringy strands of his hair, but now that his hair was out of his face, she couldn't help but notice how nice 
his eyes were. They were warm and trusting. Yet she could also notice just how high he was. His pupils were 
dilated and cloudy. If she knew any look it was that of a junkies eyes. Izzy seemed to be pretty concerned 
about something. However no words were coming from him. "Um.lzzy?" 


Izzy lowered his hand from his head and his hair fell back into place, covering his eyes again. "Look Scarlet, l'm 
just going to tell you straight up. You're really beautiful and you're the only chick on a busload full of guys..." 
Izzy paused and took a drag from his cigarette. He licked his lips before his eyes flickered back up to Scarlet. "I 
think it would be in your best interest not to get to comfortable with them, especially Slash and Axl." 


Scarlet chuckled loudly. Was he serious? “Izzy, | think I'm pretty capable of taking care of myself. Plus, Slash 


seems harmless, he's a nice guy.” 


"Yeah, seems harmless. If he gets you alone, he'll try to get in your pants. And Axl, fuck, I've known him my 
whole fucking life, | know what he's like. Trust me." 


Scarlet smirked. "Well, thanks for the heads up, but | think I'll be fine." She turned on her heels, but as she 
walked away, Izzy's hand flew out and latched onto her wrist. Scarlet's head whipped around just as he pulled 
her back and before she knew it her shoulder had slammed into his chest and her face was only inches away 
from his. Izzy locked eyes with her and his eyebrows slightly furrowed. He could feel her soft breath on his 
face and god did he want to devour her right then and there. His lips longed for hers like nothing else. He 
wanted to taste her, feel her against him. His jaw clenched. He wanted her. He couldn't help himself. Izzy found 
his hand making its way up to her face before his fingertips brushed a stray chestnut strand of hair from 


her cheek His lips parted, and a whisper slipped from them. "I'm glad to know we're on the same terms then" 


Scarlet's eyes darted towards Izzy's. Her stomach dropped and her heart began beating violently in her chest. 
When his fingers touched her she felt goose bumps forming all over her body. Her hair folicels tingled with 
the sensation of static electricity all the way down to the very tips. Something in his eyes made her feel safe 
around him. He had the most honest eyes she had ever seen, even though she could still see that junkie look. 
Nikki had taught her that look well and judging from what she could tell, Izzy had a pretty extensive habit. But 
in this moment, she just didn't care. She had never been put in a spot that made her feel like this. Sure there 
were times when Nikki had made her body tingle, but when Izzy touched her, it felt like something completely 
out of this world 


His hand lingered on her neck far too long as his eyes were locked with Scarlet's. His hand traced her jaw bone 
before he gently rolled his thumb across her bottom lip. He too felt a strange jolt when he touched her. 
Something he wanted to keep feeling, he did have an addictive personality after all. He couldn't just let go. Nor 
could he stop himself from moving his face closer to hers. He knew deep down inside that he probably 
shouldn't be doing what he was doing. Scarlet didn't need another Nikki Sixx in her life. But he just couldn't stop 


himself. 


With their lips so close, they could both feel the heat of one another's breath, Scarlet drew hers in with 

anticipation. She wanted this. She was terrified, but she wanted Izzy. She wanted him more than anything. And 
as her thoughts ran wild, Izzy's lips made contact with hers. Her breath hitched in her throat, and she could 
hear him draw in a breath as well, before he opened his mouth. Scarlet's lips parted with his the same time 


their tongues lightly brushed with one another. 


As soon as Izzy's fingers had slipped off of Scarlet's wrist, his hands made their way into her long wavy hair. 
He pressed himself as close to her as he could Close enough that her could feel the pounding of her heart, or 
maybe it was his own. He didn't know, but one thing that he did know was that he never wanted to let her go. 

Kissing her was like being kissed for the first time. It was like the first fucking orgasm. Like thousands of fans 
screaming his name. It was like the first time he ever shot up. He lost himself in the warmth of her soft lips. 
And Scarlet too lost herself in Izzy's gentle kiss. No man had ever kissed her so slow and gentle. Never had a 

kiss made her head spin and her knees feel weak. When Izzy finally moved away she was felt like her soul had 
saddened. She could kiss him all day. Even once his lips were gone her body could still feel him, like a fucking 


aftershock. 


Vegas Baby 
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Izzy moved away from Scarlet so that there was only a small amount of space between them, but it felt like 
a million miles. Their eyes were still locked with one another's like a tractor beam, holding both of their gazes. 
Each of their hearts were racing, beating fast and vigorously. Izzy never left Scarlet's eyes, his gaze was 
fixated on her and only her. She could see the lust in his eyes, even with the strands of hair that were 
covering them. Scarlet bit her lower lip gently, her chest still heaving. 


Izzy put his hand up towards his head and pushed away some of the strands of his hair, fighting the urge to 
grab her for more. Her eccentric eyes called out to him with lust. He wanted so much more than just a kiss. 
His hunger for her was pushing him further and further over the edge, like he had somehow lost his footing 


and was no longer able to control himself or where he was going. 


"We should probably go back out there." The words slipped off of his lips softly and he stood there like a 
statue, staring deeply into her eyes. 


Scarlet nodded. "Yeah." She whispered, clearing her throat, still cemented in place. 


Izzy's hand made its way up to Scarlet's collarbone and he ran his fingertips over it, feeling her soft skin. He 
fucking wanted her, desperately. But he knew, deep down inside, that if was better if he didn't. Izzy's eyes 
flickered to Scarlets once more, they were filled with lust and desperation. Scarlet shivered, looking intently at 
him as they both blissfully took in one last moment of whatever just happened between them. 


Izzy lowered his head and his hand found the nob of the door. He twisted it and let Scarlet slip past him and 
back into the open space of the bus. Every pair of eyes gawked at them with a smirk. Scarlet could feel her 
insides twisting nervously all of a sudden, and Izzy could tell as he awkwardly cleared his throat. He watched 


her as she quietly padded straight back to her guitar and picked it up. 


Izzy lowered his head again, trying to hide his face but his eyes still wandered. He smirked to himself and as 
his eyes traced up and down Scarlets body, he caught Axl cock an eyebrow at him out of the corner of his 
eye. A smile formed slowly on his lips, and Izzy felt his cheeks heat up a litle. His eyes went to the floor, 
cowering behind his hair. Fuck. He knew that Axl could tell that something had happened between them and he 
had a feeling that he wasn't going to let it slip past him either. Izzy cleared his throat again and made his way 
past Axl, before picking up his guitar and padding over to Scarlet and Slash, but as he turned his back, Duff's 
voice rang through the bus. 


"Man, l'm so glad we get to sleep in a hotel tonight." 


Izzy's eyes found Scarlet's, and she was looking at him too. He never left her gaze, even when a smirk wove 


it's way onto her lips. 


The sky was flooded with vivid colours of the sunset. Izzy sat from a far, watching Scarlet laugh at Slash. Her 
eyes occasionally flickered over his way. A small smile would grace her lips, and when she smiled at him, Izzy 
couldn't help but return it. He longed for her lips again. The taste of them. The softness of them. Fuck. He 
would do anything to have them on his again. Every time he looked at her, his gut twanged with a warmth 
that he had never felt before. He just couldn't help himself. As Izzy sat there, with his mind somewhere else. 
He hadn't noticed that Axl had slipped over next to him, that was before he spoke. 


"Iz, | think | can see some fucking drool on your bottom lip...” 


Izzy turned to Axl and raised an eyebrow at him in disdain, watching as his lips curled into a smirk. Izzy knew 


that Axl was just trying to get a fucking rise out of him. Izzy laid back at glared at him again. "Fuck off" 


Axl chuckled. "Man, you do realise that | can see the way your eyes prowl over her. Especially when you came 
out of the bunks, we could all tell what was up." 


Izzy's eyes flickered to the floor and he tried to fight the blush that was rising up onto his cheeks but failed 


miserably when Axl spoke. 

"Are you fucking blushing?" 

Izzy's eyes darted to the end of the bus and he could hear Axl chuckling at him again. Of course, Axl was 
treating him like a seven year old who had just gotten their first girlfriend, but it still pissed him off, no 
matter how much he knew that it was a joke. Izzy glanced at Axl and smirked. "You're just jealous." 

"Fuck Izzy, we're all fucking jealous." 

Izzy grinned and his hand slipped into the pocket of his jacket for a cigarette before he looked at Axl again. His 
lips parted and before he could say anything, he was interrupted by Slash's rowdy voice. "Hey Axl, where's our 
first gig again man? Scarlet wants to know." 

Axl's eyes flickered to Scarlet and the corners of his lips twisted into a smirk. "Vegas." 


When the bus pulled into Vegas Scarlet was in awe. She had never see a city more bright and magnificent in 


the veil of darkness. The streets looked as though it was still daylight. It was as if every sign, building, and 
street was lined with nothing but light. The city itself must have spent a fortune on lightbulbs. Everywhere 


Scarlet's eyes wandered, lights were screaming out to her. 


There were swarms of people walking everywhere and it was at that very moment, that she had never seen 
as many people in one place before. It was like the whole world was accumulating in Vegas. She could see people 
from all walks of life from the inside of her bus window, and as her eyes flickered about, she saw a mixture 
of characters. The business men in suits with their expensive ties barely hanging on, the drunk and the 
scantily clad hookers. It was all right there together, when everywhere else on earth, those things were 
secluded to things of similar natures. Every city had the glamorous part and the slum, the high crime area, 
and the low. In every city the homeless huddled in small groups and the drug dealers lurked in shadows. But it 
just wasn't like that in Vegas. Everything was mixed together, unified in a strange sense. The city was as 
though it instantly welcomed any straggler in and made them feel like they belonged anywhere. 


Scarlet couldn't keep her eyes in one place. They were zooming to every bright light, and corner of the Vegas 
Strip. The hotels were the most eccentric buildings she had ever seen. They all had their own attractions to 
draw in their crowd. The Mirage was home to an erupting Volcano that was shooting fire into the sky. Loud 
tribal drums played, making the fire spit up in time to the beat. At the Bellagio, sprays of water shot 20 feet 
up into the air. Music blared and the water rose up in time with it. From inside the bus, Scarlet could even 
make out the tune that played. "All that jazz". Scarlet was in absolute fucking awe. There were so many 
different attractions and grand hotels, she had never seen a place so magnificent, and in a moment of awe, 


Scarlet's eyes flickered over to Izzy and she watched as his lips twitched into a smile. 


The bus finally pulled into the service entrance of the Hard Rock. What better place for them to be staying 
at? Scarlet had managed to control her excitement and she stood slowly before taking a long deep breath. This 
was it. It was too late for her to back out now. They were in Las fucking Vegas for christ sakes. 


"You do realise that we're fucking here right? At the hotel?" 


Scarlet's eyes fell on Slash as he approached her. She watched as a lazy smile slipped across his lips. "Yeah. l'm 
just, amazed." 


Slash raised one of his eyebrows and chuckled. "Vegas tends to have that affect on people." His eyes flickered 
over Scarlet again and his hand shot out to her. "Come on. We gotta go check in, they're all waiting. Don't 


worry about your fucking shit either, you can come and get it later." 


As they entered the Hard Rock, they were immediately greeted by the hotel Manager. He was all smiles. He 
introduced himself, and personally led them through a maze of hallways, kitchens, housekeeping and a laundry 
before he finally led them to an elevator. He gave the band's management an assortment of key cards and 
informed them that their rooms were on the [5th floor. 


When the elevator door opened, Scarlet eyes flickered to the walls. They were indigo and purple, trimmed in 
gold. Every light fixture was a beautiful crystal chandelier. She breathed deep and the smell lavender blinded 


her senses. She had never seen anything so glorious in all of her life. She stood, in complete awe not even 
noticing that the room keys had been given out. She couldn't get over the fact that she was actually staying in 
the Hard Rock, Las Vegas. She also couldn't believe that the entire floor was occupied by their party. 


Scarlet slowly peered into her room and gasped. The first thing she saw was a living room of sorts with a 
white fur rug over purple shag. Pink neon lined the room in seclusion bathing it in light. But when her eyes 
flickered towards the window, her breath was completely taken away. The shades were open, revealing the 
beautiful view from the city outside. The lights coming from the city were shining so bright that Scarlet had 
to squint a little to see them properly. The bed sat up on stairs and was oval. It was so large that five grown 
people could lay across it without touching. Scarlet shook her head. It was the experience of a lifetime and as 
she plodded over to the bed, she flopped herself down onto it, and couldn't think of anything more fucking 
magnificent. It wasn't everyday that she got to stay in an extravagant hotel in one of the most magnificent 
cities in the world. She was trying so hard to keep her cool, but on the inside, she was screaming. Scarlet 
closed her eyes and inhaled the air, it was pure bliss, but just as she started to drift off, a knock at the door 
startled her. She sprang up and sat still on her bed for a moment, until she heard another knock. Scarlet rose 
to her feet and made plodded over to the door in a hurry. Her hand found the doorknob and she yanked it 


open. Her eyes flickered up and she was surprised to see who was standing there. 

It was Izzy. 

Scarlet couldn't help herself as the corners of her lips twitched into a smile. 

His soft eyes were fixated on her, and she watched the smoke from his cigarette coil up as it hung from his 
bottom lip. Izzy's eyes focused on her for a little while longer before a smirk crossed over his face. "What do 


you think?" 


Scarlet scoffed. "What do | think?" She raised her brow and watched as Izzy smirked at her again. "Fuck. It's 


the most magnificent place I've ever seen" 


Izzy cracked another toothy grin, and put his weight on the doorframe. He took the cigarette from his lips and 
carelessly let it rest in fingertips before crossing one ankle over the other. "Do you wanna see some more of 


the city? Y'know, besides just the view?" 


Scarlet pursed her lips together and tilted her head to the side to look up at him. "Are you sure that you can 
do that? Like go out in the streets with all the fans?" 


Izzy nodded and put the cigarette up to his lips. "Mmhmm, | keep a low profile you know. | don't get recognized 
as much as the rest of the guys." 


Scarlet grinned. "Well, that'd totally fucking rock then" 
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Izzy's eyes fell to the floor of the hallway as he and Scarlet casually made their way towards the elevator. It 
took all he had not to smile like a gushing idiot, but he just couldn't will himself to actually follow through with 
not doing it. Izzy could feel his heart beating at a funny pace, but it was the throbbing in his ears that caught 
him by surprise the most. He could feel the heat radiating from them and in that moment, he felt like a 
fucking kid again. 


Izzy's steady pace finally dragged him to the elevator. Thank the fucking lord. He stood there and watched as 
Scarlet slipped past him, groaning as he caught a whiff of her perfume. It was wild and spicy, yet it had 
another smell to it, something darker, it was almost lusty in a way. Izzy's nostrils flared, and he felt his head 
spin. He took a deep breath and finally found it within himself to robotically press the elevator buttons, feeling 
the biggest fucking idiot on earth. Suddenly being alone with her in an elevator seemed like a great idea, but at 
the same time it seemed like a bad one. He wasn't sure of how long he could keep maintaining his composure 
around her. He wanted her so fucking bad. So this little ‘date’ was like a small victory. One tiny step towards 
the direction he wanted to go with her. 


Scarlet stood frozen in place next to Izzy. She was so nervous, but why? There was truly nothing under the 
sun that she hadn't already seen or done before. How could Izzy possibly throw her any strange curve balls, 
right? It was just a night out on the town seeing the sights..right? He was just some guy who played guitar 

like so many others, right? He wasn't anything like Nikki, that was for sure. Scarlet ran a hand through her 

hair and checked herself. She was trying to gauge how blasted he was or wasn't. 


And as they stood there in the elevator, not a word had been uttered between them since they exited the 
room. Both of them felt the uncontrollable urge to say something, but they couldn't figure out what? They 
just couldn't bring forth any of the words they wanted to say to one another. It seemed like an endless 
elevator ride to the lobby, but as the doors rolled open, relief soon swept over both of them. 


Scarlet slipped out of the elevator and opened her mouth to speak, breaking the unbearable silence. "So..where 


should we go first?" 


Izzy's eyes fell on the display of guitars inside the Hard Rock Cafe He had to see whose they were. "You 
hungry?" He asked, his eyes still darting about, doing inventory of the items on display. 


Scarlet tilted her head to the side and nodded with a smile. "| could eat." 


lzzy motioned with his head to the Cafe' behind her. 


Scarlet looked at him in surprise, and as she turned around, her jaw dropped open in awe. Her eyes went 
straight to the guitars hanging on the wall. Scarlet turned back to Izzy and the corners of her lips curled 
upwards. Izzy's eyes flickered to Scarlet's lips and the desire to devour them again swept over him. He could 
almost taste her lips on his just by looking at them and found himself sweeping his tongue over his own to 
stop himself. He looked back into her eyes and gave her a sideways smirk. Izzy could tell that she was just as 
excited as he was to see all the rock memorabilia Izzy and Scarlet strolled past the various objects and 
belongings from all of the greats. Elton John’s Sunglasses. Elvis Presley's IT10's jumpsuit. Buddy Holly's guitar. 
Scarlet couldn't keep her eyes in one place. There were so many things she could see, she was mesmerised by 
everything. Scarlet hadn't even noticed that Izzy had stopped at a guitar on the wall. She made her way over 
to him and her eyes danced over the guitar. It was Keith Richards. 


"I love the Stones," She thoughtlessly muttered over his shoulder, slightly startling him. 


He smiled longingly. "Me too." It was silent and they both enjoyed a comfortable moment alone with Keith 
Richard's guitar, that was before Izzy spoke. 


"One day," He began in a soft, detached voice. His arms rose and he framed a spot on the wall in the air. "One 


day my guitar will be right here too." 
Somehow Scarlet wanted to believe that for him. 


As they finally found a booth to sit in, Scarlet found herself watching Izzy in amusement. He looked 
uncomfortable, and as his hand kept pushing the lone strands of hair that kept falling down into his face, she 
couldn't help but stifle a little giggle at him. Izzy's eyes shot up to hers and a sideways grin wove its way onto 
his lips. 


‘Sorry, just not used to this sort of shit you know?" He shrugged. "I'm more comfortable in the gutter | 


guess." 


Scarlet smiled. She could tell that Izzy was getting more anxious by the minute, he was jittery and antsy but 


she could see from his body language that he was trying to keep it cool. He seemed nervous. 


It was a short while before their food arrived. For Scarlet, it was a chicken fried steak and a margarita. For 
Izzy, a chocolate shake, caramel cake, and Budweiser. This suggested his habit to Scarlet. Sugary sweets were 


the sorts of things she and Nikki used to crave on the shit too. 


And as they sat, neither Izzy not Scarlet made any conversation as they ate, or in Izzy's case, as he sucked 


down sweets. It was then, in the moment of silence between them, that Scarlet's curiosity got the best of her. 


'Izzy..why are you so..overprotective of me?" 


‘Overprotective?" He questioned innocently as his eyes flickered up to hers. 


Scarlet chuckled and a smirk flashed onto her lips. "lm not fucking stupid Izzy..Anytime l'm with one of them 


you come and get in the middle.” 
Izzy smirked. "Cuz darlin’, they have no morals. They only want one thing from you." He sighed. 


"But you're the only one who has actually made a move on me." She stated, and watched as Izzy's eyes slowly 
rose up To her, and with one sideways smirk, they fluttered back down to the table, as he realised that she 
was right. Th corners of his lips rose, and he found himself grinning from ear to ear again. "I'm not like them 


Scarlet. | want you, | not going to lie and say | don't..but | don't want you for just one fucking night" 


Scarlet's mouth gaped open slightly, where the fuck did that come from? She looked at Izzy, and watched 
practically speechless as Izzy motioned for the check. "You ready to go check out the strip?" He asked softly. 
Scarlet could see that the tops of his ears were bright pink. He was blushing, but she also knew he was being 
completely honest. He was trying to go about things with her traditionally. Too bad she had no clue what the 
traditional way was. If it was Nikki, he would have taken her home and fucked her already. 


"Sure." She found herself nodding. 


Izzy smiled, before standing to pay. Scarlet followed closely behind him and took one last look around before 


they made their way to leave. 
As Scarlets foot hit the concrete, Izzy scanned around for a moment before motioning to her again. "This way." 


As they strolled down the Vegas Strip, Izzy dropped bills into the hats of every street musician along the way. 


Scarlet could only assume it was because he too had been a struggling musician 


Scarlet was abruptly broken from her thoughts as Izzy turned to her. "You want a drink?" He asked, as they 


approached a beer vendor. 


"Sure, Bud Light," She irked and watched as Izzy payed the overpriced amount and handed one to her, but not 
before he opened it for her. 


They walked along some more and took the time to point out cool things to one another as they do. They 
discussed all the places they had seen on TV and several blocks later, they had reached Mandalay Bay. Izzy 
opened the door for her and let Scarlet pass, before he walked in behind her. Izzy seemed to follow all signs to 
something called The Aquarium. The lights inside were dim, Scarlet followed Izzy closely at his heels, but as 
they rounded the corner Scarlet's eyes flickered towards a knee high open tank filled with sting rays. She 
noticed that the people standing by the tank were actually petting them. 


Scarlet watched as Izzy leant over, his fingers slid across one as it passed. The corners of his lips curled into 


a bright smile, as he took the time to stroke the next one that came by. "Come on, feel them, they're fucking 


cool." 


Scarlet looked up at Izzy with hesitation but as she put her hand down to pet one, she immediately jerked her 
hand away squeamishly as one of them passed. 


Izzy chuckled at her. "Come on. They won't fucking hurt you. See," Izzy smirked, before her took her hand and 
placed it on the next one that swam by. Scarlet smiled when it brushed against her fingers, her eyes flickered 
up to Izzy's and she found it hard to swallow the knot that was forming in her throat. Izzy could tell that she 


was nervous, so he gently let go of her hand and caught a glance at her out of the corner of his eye. 


After they had wandered around, they finally came to a room that was lit by nothing but the black lights 
from a huge cylinder shaped tank. Inside, jelly fish drifted and glowed a whitish purple under the lights. The 


room was cloaked in darkness, and the space was unoccupied. 


Scarlet smiled. "They're so beautiful" She stood in awe, watching the jellyfish as they drifted through the 
water with ease. She wondered what it was like to be able to float that easily, to be able to drift around 
without a care in the world, and as Scarlet lost herself in her thoughts, Izzy slowly made his way up behind 
her. His hands ghosted over her hips, before they pulled her into him. 


"Not as beautiful as you darlin." He whispered gently. 


Scarlet turned to face him over her shoulder and her eyes flickered to his. She could see the desire swirling in 
them even in the darkness. They were focused on her so intently. He looked as if he were dying to get one 
more kiss from her. Scarlet surmised he would probably take whatever she was willing to give. And she wanted 


to fucking give him all that she could. 


Scarlet shivered when Izzy's hands lingered on her hips. They barely even touched her, but that didn't stop the 
fact that her whole body felt like it was on fire. She could feel her own sexual desire growing in the pit of her 
stomach. Scarlet wanted him so much, even though she knew she should have been running from him, 
screaming. Scarlet had been with a man of Izzy's talent before, it only brought her sorrow in the end. But, 


something about Izzy's nature seemed so much more kind and patient than Nikki's. 


Izzy turned her around slowly and pressed her back against the tank. The were no words that could describe 
how much he fucking wanted her. He felt like an animal, the way his eyes prowled over her. And not the kind 
of animal like the jelly fish in the tank in front of him. He felt like something much more primal, something with 
teeth and claws. It took all he had not to tear her clothes off and fuck her like a salvage beast all the way into 
next week. He kept reminding himself that he was in public, not that it really mattered. 


He placed his thumb lightly on her jaw, and traced slowly down the length of her neck, his eyes following in 
tow. His touch left goosebumps where his thumb had been. He clenched his own jaw together and leaned 
towards her lips, lingering there for a few seconds before lightly pressing them on hers. Scarlet didn't stop 
him, which caused Izzy to push his need for her into the pit of his stomach as he kissed her tenderly. It took 


every ounce of will power a junkie could muster not to let things quickly get out of control. Izzy hated the 


control. 


The heat between Scarlet's thighs burned and she moaned softly before moving her fingers along Izzy's arm 
and into the strands of his hair. He could feel the desperation in her kiss and smirked against her lips when she 
moaned into his mouth again. Izzy couldn't help himself. It was his turn to tease her. She had certainly been 


teasing him from the starting gate. 


He moved his hands down her back and trailed them all the way to her waist, pushing her shirt up with them. 
Izzy smirked again, and his hands traveled across her stomach, before they stopped on her hips. A lustful 
moan erupted from the back of Scarlets throat, and Izzy felt her hips grinding up into his own. It was Izzy's 
turn to groan, as the denim of Scarlet's jeans brushed across his crotch. He drew his breath in with a hiss 
and felt his pants become tighter in an instant. There he was, trying to tease her, and yet, she still managed 


to tease him. 


Scarlet was on fire. Her teeth grazed lightly across Izzy's bottom lip, it caused a huge crack in Izzy's resolve 
and Scarlet sensed it. Then, like a flash, she felt herself being lifted up off the ground by the backs of her 
knees. With one effortless move, Izzy had raised them to wrap around his waist. Scarlet could feel the 
hardness of him softly brush between her legs. Izzy groaned again as she pushed herself against him. His 
hands moved easily along the sides of her waist, slowly making their way underneath her shirt. Scarlet moaned 


against his lips as his hands softly squeezed her breasts. She felt like she was going to explode. 


Izzy was no better off, he was quickly losing control of the intensely hot moment between them, alone in the 
dark with glowing jelly fish. All he had to do was round a corner with her. All he had to do was try. He knew he 
would be met with very little resistance on Scarlet's behalf. She wanted it too, he could feel it. And when she 
whispered his name into his mouth, Izzy retracted his lips from hers and began to devour her neck as his 
hands roamed all over her body. He felt as though his pants were going to burst because of how much 
pressure was building in them. The feeling of Scarlets skin on his was pushing him further and further into 
the land of no return. He felt dirty, so dirty that he couldn't hold his desperation and desire for her in any 
longer. Izzy's lips never left her burning skin. They grazed across her collarbones, and his hands gripped onto 
the sides of her waist. Izzy could feel Scarlets heartbeat on his lips. His tongue trailed over her collarbones, 
before stopping at the top of her breasts. He ran his hand over her thigh and an animalistic groan erupted 
from the pit of his stomach. "I fucking want you." Izzy growled. Scarlet's heart was beating in a frenzy. Her 
hands latched themselves into Izzy's hair, and she pushed herself into him as his hands gripped the bare skin 
on her back. She moaned in bliss and Izzy began sucking little spots on her chest. He ran his hands down her 
back and across her stomach before he stopped them on the inside of her thighs, kissing his way up to her 
lips again. Izzy pulled back from Scarlet and smirked. He couldn't help himself. Izzy dragged his fingertips lightly 
against the most desired spot between her thighs. Scarlet jerked her hips upwards and her mouth gapped open 
a little as long shaky breaths slipped from between her lips. She had never been so turned on before. It was 
like places she never knew existed had come to life. Moan after moan escaped from her lips, she couldn't stop, 
nor did she want to. It felt as though her vision was becoming blurred and her mind had gone fuzzy. She 
gulped. She had to do it. "Izzy.." Scarlet breathed, shakily. Izzy looked up at her and a dirty grin slipped across 
his lips. God, he had to make it ten times harder didn't he. Scarlet took another shaky breath, she had to stop 


touch and let her breathing slow. Izzy looked up at her again and a dirty grin made its way onto his lips. He 
could tell that he had made her that turned on that she had to stop herself. It wasn't that he was being 


cocky, Izzy had had more than enough experience to know that he was an expert in that area of expertise. 


"Wanna get out of here?" Izzy whispered, as he traced her ear lobe with his tongue, teasingly. "Its probably 
not the best idea to be all alone with me in the dark darlin’, especially since I'm on the verge of losing what 


gentlemanly qualities | still possess." 


Scarlet nodded adamantly and Izzy couldn't resist one more luscious kiss from her lips. His eyes never left 
hers as he slowly let go of her legs and allowed her to slide down his body. "I'm sorry for that” Scarlet 
whispered softly as she ran her fingers through her hair, feeling a blush creeping onto her cheeks. Her eyes 
made their way down Izzy's body and she bit her lip, staring lustfully at the bulge in his pants. 


The corner of his lips curled into a small smile and he glanced down at himself before shrugging. "Not my first 
set of blue balls honey, nothing | can't fix in one of three ways." 


"What ways do you mean?" Scarlet asked curiously, as a smirk danced onto her lips. 
Izzy smiled brightly. "Well sex usually does the trick" He admitted before chuckling deeply. "Drugs are another 
good solution. But | think I'll just drink this one away, and | promise, it takes me like crazy amounts of alcohol to 


be the drunk who keeps trying to get into your pants.” 


Scarlet couldn't help herself, and let a devious little chuckle slip from her lips. "Well it doesn't take me that 


much." 
Izzy winked from behind a half smirk and he found himself staring at the top of her chest. "Duly noted." 


As Izzy's body had finally calmed down, he and Scarlet made their way back out onto the streets. Their first 
stop was a street corner bar that served the hard stuff. For Izzy, the situation he was in called for 
something slightly stronger than beer. He must have thrown back a dozen shots before Scarlet could even 
nurse three. However, he didn't seem the slightest bit drunk to Scarlet. It reminded her of the way Nikki drank 
"Hey, aren't you that guy in Guns N' Roses?" 

Izzy's eyes flickered up to the bartender, and his eyebrow raised as he ogled at him. "Who?" 

"You know, the other guitarist in Guns N' Roses." The bartender irked, as his eyes scanned Izzy's face closely. 


Izzy shrugged. "Never heard of that band. They any good?" 


Scarlet watched as Izzy leant back and took a swig of his drink. She wondered what the hell he was doing, 
messing with this guys brain 


"They're fucking awesome dude. In fact they play here tonight. I'd give my right nut to go to the show tonight, 
unfortunately my rent was due today so | didn't have the cash to go." 


Izzy stuck his cigarette in his mouth, as his hands found their way into his pockets. He scrounged around as 
Scarlet sat back and watched him, in amusement. "Tough luck man, that sucks..say you got a pen back there?" 


He asked giving up the pursuit of his pockets. 
"Sure" The guy shrugged, as he slid him a pen before turning to another customer that had wandered over. 


Scarlet watched intently as Izzy pulled a ticket from the inside pocket of his jacket. He then laid it flat on the 
bar and scribbled something on it. Scarlet couldn't make out Izzy's writing very clearly, but she was fairly 


sure that it said, ‘Enjoy the show. lzzy Stradlin. 


Izzy stuck the cigarette in his fingertips between his lips, he turned to Scarlet and gave her one of his crooked 
smiles before calling the bartender over again. "What do | owe?" 


The bartender cleared his throat as he rung up his tab. "$37.50 man." 


Izzy looked at Scarlet once more before he slid a hundred across the bar with the ticket on top. "Keep the 


change," He smiled, genuinely before he turned his back to leave. 


Scarlet couldn't help but catch the bartenders expression when he realised what he was holding in his hands. "l 


KNEW IT! YOU ARE THAT GUY!" 
Izzy gave him another smile, drawing his index finger to his lips before raising his brow. "Shhhh." 
And as he turned to leave, he and Scarlet got swallowed in the throng of people. 


Scarlet watched Izzy with wide eyes, as they walked together silently. Nikki would have never done something 
so cool. Especially if the fan in question didn't even know his name. Nikki would be insulted. He'd probably beat 
the guy up. But Izzy, Izzy was so fucking cool to give that guy an autographed ticket. "Why did you deny being 


you then give him the ticket?" Scarlet asked as a smile made its way onto her lips. 


"I know what it's like to be fucking broke and miss out on something you really want," He told her, shrugging. 
"And after tonight l'm sure he won't refer to me at the other guitarist anymore." He smirked. 


Scarlet smiled, and continued to walk at the same steady pace that Izzy was. As they approached the Bellagio, 
some lights came on and water sprayed up into the air as some instrumental slow song boomed over the 
speakers. Scarlet watched the water intently as it swayed beautifully to the music. She was lost in the beauty 
of the water, and didn't even realise that Izzy was tugging on her hand, that was before his hand was resting 
in the centre of her back. Scarlet stood frozen in place as he gently placed the hand he had been holding onto 
his shoulder. Scarlet stood, completely shocked, she was even more shocked when Izzy started to waltz with 


her. But that fact that he actually knew what he was doing, shocked her to no end. 


"Wow." 


Izzy chuckled to himself. "I know..a rock star ballroom dancer. Odd combination, right?" 


"No, just a little shocking," She admitted. 


"One thing absolute you'll soon learn is, that I'm full of surprises." 


Symphony of Blue Balls 
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"Where'd you fuck off to?" 
Izzy's eyes flickered up and he caught a familiar head of red hair walking towards him. It was Axl. 


Izzy's eyebrows shot up, and he watched as a smirk crossed over Axl's face as he saw Scarlet trailing behind 


him. Izzy grinned. "Around" 


"Yeah. | can see that" Axl smirked, before his eyes trailed over to Scarlet. "Sorry honey, do you mind if | 


borrow lz for a sec?" 

Scarlet looked up and shook her head, as a grin slipped across her lips. "Go ahead." 

Izzy rolled his eyes as Axl pulled him aside, he knew what was coming, but what Axl said surprised him. "You 
fucked her didn't you." It wasn't a question, it was more like a statement and Izzy found himself grinning at 
what Axl had said. Should he have told a lie just to make Axl jealous? He had been teasing him about her from 
the start anyway, so why shouldn't he? Izzy thought about it, but decided not to and shook his head instead. 
"Nah." 

Axl huffed. "And I'm supposed to believe that?" 


"Why would | lie?" Izzy asked, before reaching into his pocket to retrieve a cigarette. He put it to his lips and 
pushed his hands back into his pockets for a lighter. 


"Because you know what | would say," Axl folded his arms over his chest, as his eyebrow raised slowly. 


Izzy scoffed. Fuck Axl. "Oh yeah? What's that?" He asked with indifference as he struck his lighter with the tip 


of his thumb and took a drag from his cigarette, the grey plume of smoke rising into the air aimlessly. 


“That it would be a bad idea for a band member to fuck the lead singer and guitarist of our opening act. It's 
bad fucking business." 


"Bad business huh?" Izzy questioned, his lips curling into a devious grin as he took another drag from his 


cigarette. "Would it be bad business if it were you who wanted to fuck her?" He smirked, blowing his cigarette 


smoke into Axis face. 
"Who said | didn't?" Axl smirked sleazily and licked his lips, gleaming over to where Scarlet stood. 


Izzy could feel his blood temperature elevate. He knew Axl was just trying to get under his skin, but fucking 
hell it was killing him. "Oh | see, but since | stand more of a shot than you do its not OK for me." 


Axl huffed. "All | said was that it's bad business," His eyes flickered back over to Izzy with another smirk. 


"Yeah well when it becomes a problem we just cut her and her band loose, right?" Izzy retorted nonchalantly, 
even though he had no intention of doing such a thing. 


Axl looked at Izzy and his lips curled into a grin. "So was she good?" 

Izzy rolled his eyes, and took another drag from the cigarette between his fingertips. "What are you? Like 12?" 
A deep, throaty chuckled escaped from between Axt's lips as he shook his head. "I know you Isbell." 

Izzy scoffed again. "Man whatever.. ls it time for soundcheck yet?" 


Axl couldn't help but laugh again. "We were supposed to be at soundcheck half an hour ago. The guys are 
already there, | had to fucking wait for you to get back from your little high school date." 


Izzy rolled his eyes. Even though Axl was being a major prick by teasing him and trying to get under his skin, 
Izzy knew that no matter how much of a dick he could be, he would always look out for him and Izzy was 
somewhat grateful for that. Izzy looked down and sucked on the cigarette in his mouth. "Ill go get Scarlet." He 


mumbled and turned on his heels, prodding towards her. 


"Much fucking obliged" Axl called after him and Izzy rolled his eyes in annoyance as he approached Scarlet. She 


smirked. 
"What's the go between you two huh?" 


Izzy smiled, almost bashfully behind his hair. He pulled the cigarette in his fingertips up to his lips, trying to 


bring forth any of the cool he could still muster. "Axl sometimes forgets we're fucking grown ass men" 
"Am | causing a problem of some sort?" Scarlet asked quickly, a hint of a smirk on her lips. 
Izzy shook his head and looked down. "Nah, it's nothing honey. Um, we are fucking late for sound check though." 


Scarlet brows raised and her eyes went wide. "Shit!" She cursed, realising that she had completely forgotten 


everything about the show. 


Izzy chuckled softly and his eyes flickered back up to hers as he smirked. "Yeah, don't feel bad darlin, it's 
technically my show and | forgot.” 


Scarlet stood in the middle of the massive stage and listened as her voice echoed off the empty seats. Tonight 
they would be filled, every single fucking one of them. She had never sang in front of that many people before 
and as she pondered, a pang of nervousness twisted her insides. Her eyes almost instinctively sought out 
Izzy's, and as she looked around, she he found him standing at the side of the stage with Axl. Their heads were 
pressed together as they both read something. Izzy lifted his head, and it was as though he felt her eyes on 
him. He looked up and found her standing in the middle of the stage, her eyes screamed out to him, they were 
clouded with nervousness. He knew exactly how she felt. The corners of his lips curled into a smile and he 


watched as her eyes softened 
"Im going to check if Scarlets ready" 

Axl looked up at him and smirked. "Yeah, sure. I'l just pretend to fucking believe you." 

Izzy flicked his middle finger up, and turned his back, before crossing the stage to where Scarlet stood 
"You ok? You look like you're ready to bolt for the fucking door" 

Her eyes flickered to Izzy's and she nodded, slowly. "Tonights show.it's sold out, right?" 

Izzy glanced out at the empty seats. "Yeah" He cleared his throat and found himself nodding 

Scarlet laughed, nervously. "Izzy.l've never sang in front of this many people before. My band.we.. 


Izzy's eyes found Scarlet's and he raised his eyebrows with a smile. "Scarlet.none of those people will be able 


to see past how fucking beautiful you're going to look under that spotlight." He told her, reassuringly. 


Scarlet couldn't help herself when a soft smile danced into her lips. She knew deep down inside that none of 
those people in the crowd were actually going to be there to see her. Nevertheless, it was still a big deal. She 
had to entertain them as they settled in and got drunk for the show. "You're trying to make me feel better?" 


She questioned, her tone seemed almost surprised. 

"Yeah sure, | need an opening act that can take being in the spotlight 45 minutes longer if needed," Izzy said, 
somewhat rolls his eyes in annoyance. "We never know what fucking time we might go on. It all revolves around 
Axl and when he feels the fuck like singing." 

Scarlet scoffed. "Well | feel a whole lot fucking better now." 


Izzy chuckled. "Come on. You're here now, don't back out on me." 


"| didn't say | was going to. | just..fuck this." Izzy watched Scarlet's eyebrows scrunch together in frustration, 
she rested her fingers on the bridge of her nose and sighed. "I need a drink." 


"A drink? Sure." He nodded and reached up to stick his fingers into his mouth. He whistled and a roadie came 


running. "Can you grab Scarlet a rum and coke and me another beer?" 


Scarlet stood next to Izzy, she was slightly impressed by his authority. She could never imagine her and her 
band with that sort of power. It was a matter of minutes before the drink was in her hand. Izzy and Scarlet 
made their way over to sit at the edge of the stage, Scarlets feet dangled over the edge. She sipped at her 
drink, watching as Izzy sucked back his beer. 


He put his hand into the pocket of his jacket and pulled out a carton of Marlboros. He slipped on out and lit it. 
"Would this help?" 


Scarlet took a deep breath and shook her head before lifting up her drink. "Nah. I'll be fine with this." She said 


with a smile. 


"You ready?" 
Scarlet's head shot up to a roadie standing across from her with her guitar in his hand. 


She cleared her throat and found herself gulping, as her insides twisted with nervousness. She could do this. 
She had to. Scarlet took a deep breath and nodded. "Yeah." She irked, as she stood from the amp she was 
sitting. She took her guitar and pulled it over her head. Her hands were shaking a little, she could hear the 
crowd roaring from backstage. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply. It was time. She could do this. She 
was fucking born ready. Scarlet made her way towards the stage entrance and stood at the side of the stage 


as the presenter warmed up the crowd with his words of wisdom. 
"And welcoming to the stage..A new band from the strip, opening for Guns N' Roses..LA. Fucking Jungle!" 


Scarlet closed her eyes and dug deep to find the courage to walk out onto that stage. And as she stood there 
contemplating, her moment was broken by the gentle pressure of hands, feathering lightly over her hips. At 
first she was taken by surprise, but as a soothing voice cooed in her ear, she relaxed immediately. "You've got 
this honey, just breathe." It was Izzy. Scarlets eyes shot open and her posture straightened. She took one step 
up the stairs and look back at Izzy as his lips curled into that sexy grin of his. 


"Thanks." 


In return, Izzy found himself smiling shyly from behind his hair. He motioned to the stage with his head. 
Scarlet could almost feel the screams of people like hurricane force winds. She took a deep breath and let her 


mind drift off to a quiet place, and as she did she found herself thinking of Izzy. She thought of how he had 


kissed her, how his hands had swept across her body, the way he made her feel. In no time at all she found 
herself saying thank you and goodnight to a crowd that welcomed her and her band with open arms. 


When she came down off the stage she was given a high that drugs couldn't even come close to replicating. 
Nothing could bring her down if she wanted. All the praises that flew her direction fell on dead ears. Her eyes 
flickered to the stage, she could see Izzy finishing off his cigarette as the intro of Welcome to the Jungle 
flooded her ears. He looked so comfortable, like he wasn't even standing in front of thousands of people. How did 


he do that? 


She stood from the side of the stage and watched as the sweat dripped off his arms and onto his guitar. The 
strands of his hair stuck to his forehead, and as he bopped his head to the pounding rhythm of the drums, 
the sweat from the tips of his hair flicked off of them and into the crowd below him. Izzy looked so cool, so 
relaxed and as fucking sexy as she had ever seen him before. It was as though he was a god onstage, she 
couldn't look away from him, even when Slash was shredding his solo like he was some kind of supernatural 
beast. Scarlet couldn't keep her eyes off of Izzy, and when he caught her eyes with his, he gave her a lusty 
smirk, and flexed the muscle of his left arm, before winking at her and turning back to the crowd. Scarlet bit 
her lip, and she tried all she could to hold back the groan that was rising in her throat. 


When their set was over, Izzy was off the stage, right at Axl's heels. A roadie, that was already waiting for 
him, took his guitar and handed him a towel. 


"You were amazing up there." Scarlet irked, still in awe of his very presence. 


Izzy looked down shyly, just as he ran the towel over the back of his neck, to remove the sweat that had 
gathered there. "| just keep the beat is all.and | sing a little." 


"You underestimate yourself” 


Izzy looked up and fought the urge to devour her right then and there. He was good? She should have been on 
his end when she was on stage. Scarlet was undoubtedly driving him to the grave, but in a very, very good 
way. If he didn't get his hands on her again, he was going to fucking explode, or worse, acquire a second pair of 
blue balls for the night. He couldn't let that happen again. It was absolute fucking torture. Izzy smirked at her 
deviously and plucked a cigarette from his shirt before lighting it and putting to his lips to it to take a long 
drag. He found himself staring at the shirt she was wearing, it perfectly revealed some of her cleavage, Izzy 
felt his pants become tighter and bit his tongue as he forced himself to hold back the groan that threatened 
to erupt from the back of his throat. He looked down with a shake of his head. "| have to be honest with you 
honey.|f | can't fucking get my hands on you again, my balls might actually fucking burst 


Scarlet smirked, and it was a smirk that Izzy had never seen grace her lips before. It made him shiver and he 
had to stop himself from groaning again. Izzy watched as she took a slow step towards him. Izzy couldn't help 
himself, and wrapped his arms around her, holding her captive to his body. "Well, I'd hate for you to burst." 
Scarlet whispered as she drew her lips closer to his. Izzy couldn't help it when a groan slipped from his lips, 


his head was spinning. His dick throbbing. As their lips intertwined, it was as though the whole world 
surrounding them was melting away. Neither of them even noticed the small recreation of people cheering Izzy 
on. Izzy hadn't even noticed Slash standing near them, grinning like a horny madman from behind his mane of 


curls. 


Izzy's hands snaked into Scarlet's hair and her gently pulled it as his need for her flooded over. It took all he 
had not to fall down of top of her and go at it like some form of primitive man who cares nothing of his 
surroundings. He tried to remind himself that that, sincerely was probably a classic Nikki Sixx move, and that 
was the last person he wanted to remind Scarlet of. All he could think of was getting back to the hotel, ripping 
her fucking clothes off and devouring her intoxicating body at long last. 


"Darlin, I'm dead serious," He panted, as he retracted his lips from hers. "We've gotta go." 


Scarlet gave him another smirk that made him shiver. "Lead the way." 


Slamming on the Brakes 
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By the time they had made it back to the hotel, their party had increased by about ten people. Groupies, 
roadies and junkies were all in the mix. Izzy was trying so hard to keep it in his pants, he couldn't stop looking 
at Scarlet as they rode back to the hotel from the gig and now that they were back, all he wanted to do was 
hole up in his room and fuck her until dawn. Of course, with the exception of showering first. Although, he 
would have rather just pushed her into his room and made the rest history, he wanted to appear somewhat 


presentable, well, clean if he was to get into her panties. 


Izzy's thoughts were broken as a head full of curls appeared next to him. Slash smiled woozily, and leant on his 
shoulder. "Dude, you're a fucking lucky bastard." He slurred and Izzy could smell the liquor on his breath. "Yell 
out if you need annnny fucking help at all" He smirked and Izzy chuckled at him before slapping him on the 


shoulder. 


‘Sorry man, but | think I've got this one covered." Izzy said, smirking cockily. And as he turned his back, he 
heard hoots from all of the guys. He shook his head with a triumphant smirk. He was one lucky son of a bitch. 


Scarlet blushed as the elevator doors closed on her and Izzy. Everyone knew what they were up to, there was 
absolutely no point in trying to hide it. She found her eyes scanning Izzy as he stood next to her. His hair was 
still a little damp with sweat, and it hung in his face and over his eyes. God. He made being dirty look so 
fucking good. Izzy turned to her, and just as she licked her lips, a smile prowled over his mouth. He knew he 
was going to get laid but still, in the pit of his stomach, he felt nervous for some reason. 


As they exited the elevator, Scarlet stopped. "Um, my room or yours?" She managed to ask him, as she stood 


there in the middle of the hallway. 


Izzy motioned in the direction of his room with his head. He reached out with his hand, and took hers with it 
lightly. The moment his fingers were touching hers, Scarlet could feel a fire igniting inside the very pit of her 
stomach. Izzy pulled them to his door and unlocked it, fumbling with the key card a little as he did. 


"Wow." She mumbled, as she walked through the door of Izzy's room. "And | thought my room was amazing." 


Izzy chuckled and trailed in behind her, before kicking the door closed and flicking the lock up with the tip of his 
finger. There was no escaping him tonight, there was no fucking way he would let that happen Izzy slid up 


behind Scarlet and ran his hands down her shoulders, before pushing himself against her body. He had been 
dying to be alone with her again since their little encounter at the aquarium. And now that they were alone, 
Izzy couldn't wait any longer. “There's no fucking way you're gonna slip away from me tonight." He growled 


hoarsely, breathing in her ear. 


Scarlet shivered as she felt Izzy pushing against her. She could feel how hard he was when he pressed himself 
against the back of her thigh. Fucking hell. His voice sent goosebumps down her body, and as his lips traced the 
space between her neck and shoulder, she couldn't help herself when a small moan slipped from between her 
lips. Izzy's hands slid up the sides of her waist and feathered across her breasts, leaving her skin burning with 
need, and as she thought they would go at it right then and there, Izzy pulled his lips away from her neck. 


"lm gonna shower.” He whispered, placing one more lustful kiss on the side of her jaw. 


Scarlet almost sighed. Fuck having a shower, she was getting more and more impatient as the minutes ticked 
by. lazy rounded her side and Scarlet's eyes followed him until he stopped at the bathroom. She watched as he 
slid out of his denim jacket, before dropping it carelessly at his feet. Scarlet smirked and she took a few steps 
towards him. "Don't you take too long." 


Izzy's lips curled into a dirty smirk and he slipped into the bathroom with ease, disappearing when the door 
shut behind him. 


Scarlet did her best to make herself at home as she patiently waited for Izzy to finish in the shower. She 
walked over to the mini bar in the corner of the room and mixed herself a stiff drink. She took a pull from 
the bottle, almost choking on it as she heard the shower hitting the tiles from behind the closed bathroom 
door. There was going to be a whirlwind of sex and debauchery in the next few hours. She could feel it. Shivers 
shot down her arms, as the rum she downed, burned in her throat. She didn't intend to get drunk, but she 
certainly would have be happy to take the edge off of things. Scarlet hadn't ever really felt as nervous as she 
was about sex before, maybe because it was so spontaneous that there was never any time to think about it. 
However, she'd had all day to stew over the possibilities of sleeping with Izzy. She had to give him props on his 


patience, most guys would have already gotten bored and went looking elsewhere got kicks. 


Scarlet fluffed her hair in the mirror and tried to breathe between gulps of her drink, and as she heard Izzy 
cut off the shower, she knew he wouldn't be long. She fanned her shirt and took a few more relaxing deep 
breaths. It was only sex, right? She finished her drink quickly and sat the glass down on the mini bar. Her 
heart felt like it was going to best out of her chest and when she heard the doorknob of the bathroom door 
rattle, she bit her lip. She'd done this many times before. It wasn't going to be that hard, right? As Scarlet 
lifted her head, she caught a glimpse of Izzy when he pushed the door open. She could have tackled him right 
then and there, and as he emerged from the bathroom, her head begun to spin The only thing adorning his 
bottom half, were skin tight leather pants that he didn't even take the time to fasten. The smoke from the 
cigarette dangling in his mouth rose up in little coils above his head. Water dripped from the tips of his hair 
and in little rivers down his bare chest. Scarlet ran her hand down the length of her arm and rested it at the 
top of her hip. His pale skin made his black hair and the leather pants he was wearing stand out, and when his 


eyes locked on hers, the force of them drew him closer like a tractor beam. 


Izzy took one more drag from the cigarette between his lips before he dropped to at his feet, the ember still 
glowing when it hit the ground. Izzy stubbed it out with the heel of his foot and as he did, he couldn't have 
cared less if he got burnt. Scarlet watched as he strode towards her, his eyes never leaving hers. They 
burned into her, and she felt more fire grow in the pit of her stomach. Then it was as if their bodies suddenly 
became magnetised. They found themselves flying into one another with a thud. Izzy tangled his hands into her 
hair and Scarlet gripped his back, as the water on his back dampened her fingertips. Their lips crashed into one 
another and both of their breaths hissed inward. Scarlets heart was pounding, and it seemed to be amplified in 
her ears. For Scarlet the room began to spin, and for Izzy his vision became blurred, all he could see was 


Scarlet. 


Izzy trailed his hands down her sides and took a hold of her waist. In one swift motion, he had lifted Scarlet 
from her feet, and wrapped her legs around him. He took a step forward and before Scarlet could process 
another thought, her back had slammed onto the bed. Izzy never broke his lips from her, as he devoured her 
mouth, like an animal. Izzy's hands slithered up Scarlet's body as hers slid down his. 


Scarlet moaned into his mouth, her body was exploding with heat. She could feel Izzy grinding into her, and with 
every passing moment, his pants grew tighter and tighter. Scarlet moved her hand down the front of his chest 
and lightly brushed the palm of her hand against his crotch. A hiss escaped from his lips. "Fuck. You're driving 


me fucking crazy." 


In response, Scarlet palmed him through his pants, applying more and more pressure until it caused an 
animalistic groan to slip from between his lips. The heat of their bodies pressed against one another was like a 
raging fire, to hot to touch. Scarlet's fingers found the hem of his pants, and she began to pull them down, 
slowly and teasingly, to the point where Izzy couldn't take it any more. But as he began to shimmy out of 
them himself, the lights in his room begun to flicker. Even that didn't stop him, and when his pants had 
accumulated at the bottom of his thighs, the light bulbs popped and the room was coaxed in darkness. 
Mumbled voices were heard down the hall, but neither Izzy nor Scarlet cared, they couldn't get enough of 


each other. 


Scarlet writhed in agony, and slid her legs up against Izzy as his body laid between them. Her hands tangled 
themselves into his wet mess of hair, the drops of water running off of the tips splashed onto her burning 
skin She could feel every last inch of him through the denim of her jeans. She was eager to get them off, and 
as her hands glided down Izzy's back and over his ass, she knew he was naked. She could feel Izzy's hands at 
the base of her shirt, and in a matter of seconds it was off and discarded onto the floor. Izzy's fingers 
brushed the tops of her shoulders and he slid the straps of her bra down her arms slowly, his lips never 
leaving her hot skin She moaned, impatiently, and his lips feathered up her stomach. Scarlet panted. "Touch 
me." This cracked Izzy's resolve and he groaned hoarsely as his hands jerked the front of her lacy bra down 
Her already hard nipples popped out and Izzy groaned again as he took one into his mouth and flicked his tongue 
over it. Scarlet coaxed the room in desperate moans, writhing against Izzy as he raised himself up and rubbed 


his crotch across her thighs, his breath coming out in hoarse pants. 


Scarlet's fingernails dragged lightly up Izzy's sides in anticipation, and he moaned into her mouth. One of his 


hands stopped at the side of her jaw, and as he held her in place, his lips crashed onto hers in the complete 
darkness. It was completely oblivious to the both of them that the entire city of Las Vegas was blacked out. 
Nothing existed beyond the boundary of Izzy's bed. It was just Scarlet and Izzy, and the heat of their bodies 


pressed against one another. 


Izzy's hand found the hem of Scarlet's jeans and he pulled them down, slowly. His fingers brushed the soft skin 
of her thighs, and as his index finger snaked in from under the edge of her panties, Scarlet felt like she was 
going to explode. His hot tongue flicked across her collarbones, taking one of her breasts in his hand and 
palming it. Two of his fingers slipped her panties aside, finding the most desired spot between her thighs. 
Scarlet gasped, her voice coming out in shaky breaths. "Oh god." 


A devious chuckle escaped from the back of Izzy's throat, as his lips still held hers captive, his thumb began 
circling her clit. Scarlet felt as though she was close already. However she wanted more, so she pushed the 
thought of exploding into the back of her mind and focused on what Izzy was doing to her. Moan after moan 
slipped from between her lips, as she gripped onto Izzy's back, the pleasure of his fingers was driving her 


crazy. 


Izzy's lips trailed across hers and her hips bucked against his, he could feel how much her skin was burning 
under his touch, and when his lips stopped at the base of her ear, Scarlet was panting uncontrollably. "You 
have no idea how long I've wanted to touch you like that." He growled. "It feels so fucking good." 


‘lm right here." Scarlet moaned softly. 


And that seemed to be the words that Izzy had been waiting to hear. He sat up and grasped the elastic of her 
panties ready to slide them down. But just as he was about to the lights suddenly flickered and came back on 
again Instinctively, Izzy looked down and watched, with a smirk on his face, as Scarlet arched her back, waiting 
for him to slide her panties off. When he hesitated her eyes flew open. She could see his eyebrows furrow as 


he stared down to where her panties were. 


Izzy's brows furrowed once more as he stared down at a tattoo that had caught his eye on Scarlet's lower 


abdomen He ran his thumb across it, tracing over the black ink. 


It read three words, "Property of Nikki Sixx". The tattoo looked like it had been done with a needle and India ink. 
Izzy bit his tongue, staring down at it, lost for words, and for some reason, as his mind raced with 


thoughts..he felt the weight of his dick drop as it went limp. 
Scarlet looked down and gulped. Her heart sped up a litle, realising what Izzy had found. "Fuck." 


Izzy sat back a little and his eyes drifted up her body before they flickered up and connected with hers, 
watching as her face turned a bland shade of white. Scarlet swallowed, hard and just as Izzy's lips parted to 
say something she shot up and hopped off the bed before he could utter a word. She scurried to grab her 


discarded clothes, not even bothering to look back at the confusion on his face. 


Izzy stood from the bed and pulled his leather pants up as his feet hit the floor. He got the feeling he wasn't 
supposed to see that. Izzy ran a hand through his messy hair and sighed. "Sca-" 


Her eyes drifted away from his, nervously. "Just fucking leave it" She mumbled, shifting her legs into her 
jeans and forcefully pulling them up, snagging some of her skin in the process. And as she finished putting her 
shirt back on, she raced for the door in a hurry, slamming it behind her as she left. Izzy stood, in utter shock, 
staring blankly at the shut door with wide eyes. His mind raced and his mouth gapped open a little.What the 
fuck just happened. 


Stupidity at its finest 
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Izzy had seen a lot of shit in his life. He'd done things to regret, he'd done things that he meant to do. He'd 

piss bolted from things he didn't want to face, but he'd never bolted from the past. He couldn't get over the 
fact that Scarlet had pissed bolted from a little tattoo on her hip. Who the fuck cares? Izzy didn't understand 
why she felt so much regret to her years with Nikki, yeah he had done a really, really shitty fucking thing to 


her, but why was it so cryptic? Every time even a hint about Nikki was mentioned, her eyes would turn dark. 


Izzy sat on the edge of his bed, a freshly lit cigarette dangling from his parted lips. His hair hung in front of 
his face, shielding his eyes from the smoke that rose up in slow, grey coils. His legs were planted firmly on the 
floor, knees inches apart, and as he inhaled deeply, he could help but let out an overly audible sigh. 


Why did he get the feeling that Scarlet still had some sort of connection to Nikki Sixx? First the peculiar way 
that they behaved around one another, then his god damn fucking picture as a book mark, now a tattoo in a 
pretty intimate spot? Was she still in love with him? Why would the last 24 hours go like they had if she 


was? 


Izzy kept his eyes fixated on the door. His lower abdomen was starting to ache from blue balls. Fuck! She didn't 
have to be all embarrassed and run off leaving him in agony, again. Izzy's eyes found the door handle and as 
he started at it, his is leg began to bounce, nervously. He couldn't just let her run away from him like that. 
She had been running from him since day one, and now that he had finally gotten somewhere with her, she 


was runni ng agai n. 


Like hell she fucking was! Izzy jumped to his feet and stormed from his room, towards Scarlet's. He wouldn't 


let her run away again, it wasn't an option. Izzy stood in front of the door and raised his right hand, curling it 


into a fist, before pounding the wood with the side of his fist. 
Scarlet's muffled voice leaked through the door. "Izzy please just go away.’ 


He sighed audibly. "Scarlet | can't. Just please open the door and fucking talk to me. Tell me what the hell | keep 
doing to chase you away." He pleaded, desperately. 


‘Izzy please." 


"No, its not gonna be that easy this time honey. I'm not leaving until you talk to me. I'll fucking stand outside 
here all night and yell everything | have to say to you through this door if you make me." Izzy looked up in 


contempt, eyeing the people who were leaning out of their rooms. Fuck them. Axl smirked from his door in 


amusement. "| don't care who the fuck hears." 


A loud crash caused Izzy to turn his attention back to the door of Scarlet's room. "Please. Just fucking leave 


it!" 


Izzy almost jumped as another loud crash was heard, this time it sounded like something was being throw at 


the door. "Scarlet. What the fuck are you doing in there?" 
"Please just go away. I'm not in the mood." 


Izzy scrunched his eyebrows together and leant back. Fucking hell, Scarlet was a fire cracker if she was set 
off. He craned his neck to the left and found Axl leaning on the frame of his door, smirking as the grey coils 


from his cigarette rose up into the air. 


Izzy's mind was frantic and he was considering that his dick had turned from a rock and into a diamond. 
Seriously, the thing would cut glass. How the fuck did that sort of shit happen? He was supposed to be 
between her smooth thighs, wooing her with his oh so sweet textbook love, but she was locked in her room, 


defiant to come out or open the door. He just couldn't let her ignore him. Not this time. 
Axl smirked at him. "Whatever are you gonna do |zz?" 


Izzy raised his arm and ran his hand over his head, turning his gaze away from Axl. His eyes fell on the door 
next to Scarlets room. It was where Slash was residing. Bing. Without a single thought, Izzy strolled over to 
the door. Knocking didn't even cross his mind. He couldn't get a clear enough thought out for it. 


Izzy pushed the door open, and the little concentration he had left was quickly put to a halt by the orgy going 
on in Slash's room. What the fuck was he doing? Slash and Steven were both sprawled out on the bed, 
completely free of clothes. Three girls adorned their naked bodies, intertwining together like grape vines. Tits 
were bouncing, skin was clapping, and moans erupted in several different synchronised voices. Izzy felt himself 
growing even more in his pants, if that was even possible. Fuck. He forced his eyes away and blocked out the 


hot moans from each of them as his eyes darted to the balcony. 


‘Oh hey Izz," Slash mumbled, grasping the ass of the brunette that was on top of him. "Wanna join in? We have 
three?" 


"Nope, some other time," Izzy declined the offer quickly, and jerked open the curtains. His fingers grasped the 


handle of the door to slide it open Izzy leaned out over the railing, his eyes darting over to Scarlet's room. 


It was maybe six or seven feet over to her balcony. Fuck it. He could make that. Izzy's brows creased together 
and for some stupid reason he glanced down, his eyes widening in shock. Bad fucking idea. If he was to fall, he 
would surely fucking die, that was certain. Izzy stood there for a moment pondering the distance, his weight, 


velocity, trajectory, and wind direction. It was completely fucking insane. 


Izzy shook his head and found himself crawling out to the backside of the railing. He grasped onto the cool 
metal and held on tight, the tips of his knuckles turning white. Izzy glanced down again and chuckled, nervously. 
Yep, it was still insane. However, he was willing to do it. Izzy drew in a deep breath and laughed at himself 
again It was so fucking stupid. Was he really willing to die to be in a room with Scarlet? 


"Izzy! What the fuck are you doing?!" 


Izzy's head snapped around and his eyes warily glanced towards the voice, but as he did, his left boot slipped 
off the railing, and he lost his footing in the process. Luckily, his hands were still gripped tightly on the cool 
metal. Well fuck. That was a massive fucking wakeup call. He was lucky he didn't have a heart attack. Izzy 
sighed in relief when he caught a familiar glimpse of red hair. Axl flashed over the railing and reached out to 


grab Izzy's trembling wrists. 
"You dumb fuck!" He growled. "Are you fucking high?!" 


Izzy glanced down again and cleared his throat, pushing the little panic he had into the back of his mind. 


"Um..less bitching and more helping please." 


Axl rolled his eyes and grasped one of Izzy's wrists with both of his hands. Izzy clenched his jaw together in 
concentration, as he steadied himself back onto the railing. His eyes flickered to Axl, who was watching him 


cautiously with a shake of his head. 
"You wanna tell me what the hell you're doing?" 


Izzy raised his brows and pursed his lips together. That was a good question. One that Izzy had been trying to 


answer himself for the last fifteen minutes. "Uh..extreme sports..base. jumping." 


Axl smirked and pushed his weight onto the railing, clutching onto Izzy's shirt until he felt as though he was 
safe enough to let go. "Yeah? To Scarlet's balcony huh?" Izzy couldn't help but give his own devious smirk as 
he hovered over the railing. Axl glanced over the balcony and his eyes flickered to the ground. His brows 
raised, nervously. "Long ass way down man.l'd hate to find a new guitarist. Why don't you come back in and 


just let her cool down" 


Izzy shook his head. "No fucking way," He glanced over his shoulder and Scarlet's room came into focus. "l'm 


sick of her running." 


Axl huffed. He couldn't believe what he was hearing. "This? From the person who is an expert at running 


away?" 


"Look, I'm kinda in the middle of something Axe," Izzy sighed, and with trembling hands, he grasped the railing, 


slowly turning himself around, in an attempt to ready his position to jump. 


"You're seriously going to jump?" 

Izzy shrugged. "Not that | want to.she's leaving me no choice," 

'Izzy.. | think your either really drunk or really high.its probably not the greatest idea to try and play fucking 
Spider Man tonight, you know?" Axl uttered, he was trying his best to convince Izzy to come back down to 
earth, but it seemed that it wasn't sinking in. His head was already too far up in the clouds. Axl reached into 


his pocket and pulled out a cigarette, before putting it to his lips and flicking his lighter. 


"Give me a drag," Izzy demanded softly. He moved his head to the left, and watched as the cigarette came 
around. Axl put it to his lips, and Izzy inhaled deeply. 


"This isn't surfing or riding a skateboard. This is some really fucking dumb shit. | mean.what the fuck are you 
gonna do if by some fucking miracle you do somehow make it over there? Knock on her balcony window all 
night? Recite some fucking Shakespeare?" Axl's eyes flickered about warily, and as he surveyed the jump Izzy 
was contemplating, he ran a hand through his hair and felt panic rising in the pit of his stomach. 

"Nope. I'm gonna break the motherfucker." 

"Well you're explaining shit to management," Axl irked, sincerity present in his voice. . 


"Fine whatever." 


Axl sighed again, and blew a billow of smoke from between his lips and into the night air. "So are you gonna do 


this shit or not? | don't have all night." 
"And | need you for what exactly?" Izzy raised his brows and glanced at Axl, as he leaned on the railing. 


"To call a fucking ambulance if you don't make it. Might be a ten percent chance you survive the fall. So if help 
gets to you quick its probably best" 


Izzy nodded. "Appreciate it." 


"What are friends for?" Axl chuckled. "By the way, have you given this jump any scientific thought? | mean 
you have to launch yourself pretty good to make that" 


Izzy sighed and glanced down again. "Yeah, | know," He bit the inside of his bottom lip and took anlther deep 
breathe. His head was already spinning and as Izzy readied himself for the jump, he felt Axl's hand squeeze his 
shoulder. 


"Is she really worth all of this? | mean you're acting like she fucking robbed you man" 


Izzy's eyes flickered to Scarlet's railing, his eyes were fixated long and hard. Was she worth it? Why was he so 


determined? He didn't know, but as he pressed his heels to the edge of the balcony and bent his knees, he 
made up his mind. Fuck yes she was worth it. In one swift motion, Izzy found himself letting go of the railing 
and pushing himself into the air by his feet. It was as though everything went in slow motion He knew his life 
was about to flash before his eyes. He was going to die from this act of stupidity. He would never get one 
more kiss from Scarlet. But as the endless thoughts and possibilities of what could happen raced through his 
mind, he found his hands grasping the cool metal of Scarlets balcony. He wrapped his fingers around the railing 
and held onto it with his life, and with the strength he could muster, Izzy pulled himself up and over, catching 


a glance back at Slash's balcony. Axl was gone. 


Izzy stood for a moment, trying to regain his senses through the adrenaline high. He couldn't believe he just 
did something so fucking stupid. It almost made him laugh. He ran his free hand over the back of his neck, and 
shook his head in disbelief. He had fucking jumped and made it. Well that was another victory to increase his 
self-esteem. Izzy spun around and lifted his head, staring at the glass. Should he try knocking once more? She 
would probably tell him to go away. He sighed and decided the only way he was getting in that room was if he 
broke the glass. Izzy squeezed his eyes tightly, lifted his foot, and kicked the glass, causing it to shatter on 


impact. 


A blood curdling scream erupted from the inside of Scarlets room, but when she noticed Izzy standing there, 


her jaw dropped. 
"Are you fucking insane! How the fuck." 


Izzy wasted no time making his way towards Scarlet. It was as if some invisible force willed him to her, but 
before he knew it, his heroic victory had ended. The toe of his boot caught the frame of the glass door and 


sent him flying, face down into the broken glass on the carpet. Fuck, how embarrassing. 
"Ow! Fuck," Izzy muttered, pushing himself up off his hand and out of the glass. 
"What in the fuck?! Are you OK?" 


Izzy grunted. "Am | OK?" He asked with scrunched brows. "I just made a fool of myself yelling at your fucking 
door. | bust in on Slash and Steven in the middle of a fuckin’ orgy. | almost fell off his bloody fucking balcony 
because Axl startled the fuck out of me. | jump over to your balcony, risking sudden fucking death. | bust the 
window knowing I'm gonna have to explain how it got broken to management and now | have fucking glass stuck 
in places they shouldn't be. And | do all of this because | can't stand to be away from you for another second, 


but to answer your question. No, I'm not OK” 


Scarlet's eyes fluttered down towards the bed, and although it was a very serious fucking situation, she 


couldn't help herself when a small chuckle slipped from between her lips. 


"| don't care about the fucking tattoo. Everyone has a past Scarlet. It doesn't matter to me that | actually 
know your ex. | don't care if you were fucking married to him..all | care about is you. Why won't you just talk 
to me?" 


Scarlet sighed. "Izzy. It's complicated, OK?" 


"Darlin, complicated is my middle fucking name," lzzy shook his head and found himself staring down at how 
beautiful she was sitting there on the bed. All he wanted to do was go over and kiss her down onto the bed. 
He didn't give a shit about the stupid tattoo. Sure he questioned if she was telling him everything about her 
past with Nikki, but It didn't make him want her any less. He felt like she was the only thing he really needed. 
"Please talk to me. You have me acting like.like some stupid fucking kid. All | wanted to.Fuck.." Izzy sighed again 
and placed his hand on his right arm, his head hanging low. 


'Izzy..You and Nikki have a lot in common." 


Izzy's head shot up. ‘That's it?" He asked in suprise. "You think because I'm in a band and on heroin that l'm 


gonna do whatever he did, don't you?" 
Scarlet's eyes darted about nervously. She couldn't bare to look at him. 


Izzy shook his head in protest. "I'm not Nikki. Nowhere fucking close. Why won't you just give me a fucking 


chance to show you?" 


"|I can't go back down that road again Izzy. | barely got out with my sanity and my life. There's so many risk 


factors because of the smack." 


Izzy ran his hand over his face, slowly. What the fuck could he object to? He was a junkie, and smack did 
complicate everything. As long as he had it in his system he felt fine. But as it wore off something just came 
over him and all he could do was obsess over getting high, at any fucking cost.any cost. Maybe she was right. 


Maybe Izzy was a very bad choice of dating material. In this case, not even good enough for sex. 


Izzy hung his head in shame and the pit of his stomach filled with self doubt. He couldn't bare to try anymore 
and found himself walking towards the door. He felt like he had failed everything. He risked his life, and for 
what? To be thrown out and rejected, again. But as his hand found the knob of the door, Scarlet's soft voice 


filled his ears. 


‘Izzy... Wait." 


Should | stay or should | go? 
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Scarlet's eyes were focused softly on Izzy as he craned his head to look at her. The look on his face was one 
of un amusement. Scarlet didn't blame him. She had been leading him on all day. She should have never let him 
kiss her on the bus. It had just been one huge downward spiral ever since that moment they had shared alone 


together. He probably thought she was just a tease. But that wasn't the case, she truly wanted him. 


Izzy lifted his shoulders and shrugged, tiredly. "Why Scarlet?" He shifted on his feet and sucked in a deep 


breath of air, causing it to come out in a sharp hiss. "You still not done fucking with my head?" 
"Izzy..." 


He leaned his back against the door and pushed his hand into the pocket of his jacket, scourging around for his 
Marlboros. He was sick of it, sick of trying and sick of being there when he wasn't needed. He slipped one from 


the packet and put it to his lips, shielding the lighter with his hand as he sparked the flame and put it to the 


end. He inhaled deeply, his eyebrows furrowing together, and a grey cloud of billowy smoke rose into the air. 


"Scarlet, | don't know how to handle this fucking shit. I'm used to not even having to try. You're the first chick 
I've actually put any effort into in a long fucking time. And l'm not real good with this rejection shit. | mean 
fuck, you act like Axl sometimes when you just up and leave. | don't know what you want from me." Izzy's eyes 
darted towards the floor, he stared at the carpet and took another deep drag from the cigarette between his 
fingertips, the strands of hair sticking to his forehead. 


Scarlet sighed softly. "Izzy, I'm fucking sorry. | didn't mean to confuse you or make you feel fucking rejected. | 
like you. Possibly far more than | fucking should.” 


Izzy's intensive hazel eyes shot up, his eyebrows furrowed and he looked at her in concentration. "Because of 
the smack?" 


"Yes." Scarlet let her eyes flicker away from his. She couldn't stomach looking at him, it was hard to see him 
hurting. 


"Scarlet | control it, it doesn't control me." His voice sounded soft and calm 


"I wish | could believe that, but I've been there. | know exactly what the shit does to people. And quite frankly 


it scares the living fucking shit out of me to even be around it, or around someone on it for that matter. | 


can't go back there again Izzy." 


His eyes flickered down in shame. He knew he was a junkie and he knew deep down that he couldn't stop. He had 
tried at least a dozen times. Rehab, methadone. He'd tried to suck it up and go cold turkey. But nothing ever 
worked. He always went right back to his girl with the golden eyes. Heroin was like his true love. Nothing was 
ever any better than a hit. Nothing made everything perfect except that. And knew she was right. She should 
have stayed away from him because he was no good. He was sure as hell was no good for her. Who wants to 


come second to addiction? 


Izzy shook his head, and looked up into her eyes. "It's cool, | get it," He mumbled, staring blankly at the 
shattered glass. His eyebrows furrowed again, and he took another deep breath before letting it out in a slow 
sigh. "| should go." He uttered, spinning on his heels. He looked down and sighed, before starting for the door but 
Scarlet stopped him dead in his tracks. 


"| wasn't finished." 


Izzy stood with his back turned, his hand lingering over the door knob. "Scarlet, you're right, being around some 
junkie is the last place you need to be. | just wish you told me before shit escalated this far.” 


‘Izzy... want you so fucking much that | can't just walk away from you." 


That made Izzy whip around on his heels in a flash. His hands swayed steadily as he strode towards her, never 
leaving her eyes with his. And when he stopped at the edge of the bed, he leant down and slipped onto his 
knees in front of her. His eyes were swirling with hope, even when his brows furrowed again. "Scarlet, you're 
just about all I've been able to fucking think about since | met you. | hunted you down to fucking open for us. It 
wasn't because your band was good, | did it for you. | needed you. | want you so fucking much. You're fucking 
driving me crazy with all of this shit. I've never felt like this before in my life and | have absolutely no fucking 
clue what it means. All | know is it's because of you and | can't stand the thought of not bring able to be 
around you. I'm not Nikki. | would never fucking do you what he did to you. Sixx is as fucked up as it gets. Fuck 
You can fucking trust me when | say I'm nothing like him Scarlet. | wouldn't even do it to someone | hated. | 


couldn't. Please just give me the fucking chance to prove that to you." 


'Izzy.. Your life is so..after this tour we probably won't even see each other anymore. You'll always be leaving 


for another tour and be fucking stuck waiting for you like a fucking housewif-" 


"Darlin, if you say you'll give me a chance | swear to god you'll see me so much you'll be sick of me." Izzy 
pushed himself forward. He hoped to fucking god that she would give him a chance. He was on his fucking knees 
for Christ sakell She had to. "Please, just give me a fucking chance. If it doesn't work for you then we'll end it. | 


won't make a scene or try to change your mind. I'll let you go." 


Scarlet's eyes flickered away hesitantly. "Izzy." She mumbled, and her head dropped along with her eyes. "You 
just don't understand" 


Izzy let his hand rest on her thigh. "Help me understand” 


Scarlet eyes flickered away, nodding slowly. "I met Athena, Tommy's sister, one night outside the Roxy. She was 
only I5. She told me her IT year old brother was getting in the band playing there that night. She asked me to 
see if he could get her in. So | went in. They were all getting set up on the stage. | got Tommy's attention and 
gave him the message and he skipped off to get his sister in" 


"That's when you met him, isn't it?" Izzy asked as he nervously teetered his weight from foot to foot. 
Scarlet nodded again and motioned to the bed "You might as well sit down, this might take a little while.” 


Izzy gently placed himself next to Scarlet. He wanted to know all of this but he didn't want her to feel obligated 
or anything. "Scarlet, you don't have to say anything else if you don't want to. It's okay." 


‘Izzy, its the only way you'll be able to understand" 
Izzy nodded and let her continue. 


| hung out with Athena when she got in. She was a lot like Tommy is. Just this ball of energy that never 
shuts up, you know? | liked her right away. After the show she invited me out with her and her brothers 
band. Back over to their place. So | went because Athena was the first friend | made in LA. Mick split because 
he lived with a girl. Tommy and Vince invited about half the strip over. Their little flat was fucking crammed. 
People were lined up and standing outside. Nikki sat quietly in the corner of all the chaos just sitting on the 
floor writing. He never looked up, not even with people that were falling all over him. | didn't say much and just 
sort of stood in one spot sipping on a beer. | was apparently next to Nikki's bedroom door. After a while it got 
a little loud and crazy, and | guess that it got too much for Nikki as well. His room had a pad lock on it and he 
must have had the key on a necklace around his neck He glanced at me as he unlocked the door, the look on 
his face just said it all. That devious smirk he always has on his lips just drew me in straight away. He 
introduced himself, obviously realising that he'd been too busy all night, preoccupied with his writing. Nikki sort 
of disappeared from the world when he wrote. He told me if it got too loud | was welcome to come in. He was 
just planning on chilling alone in his room. | did go in. Nikki just didn't seem like he had an agenda, he was just 
being nice. We stayed in his room and talked until dawn. I'd never met someone so smart. Nikki knew so much 
shit, about everything. | didn't know at the time how much he read. He was like a sheep in wolves clothing, 
trying to create this image but it wasn't at all who he was. Inside he was an intellectual, outside, all bad ass. | 
was about to leave, like almost noon the next day, when he asked me out on a date. He took me to this quite 
little Halian restaurant. He had told me he was half Italian the night before and spit out his real fifty syllable 
long name, definitely Italian. It was nice. Everything just flowed so effortlessly for us. | slept with him that 
night and | sort of just never left after that. Nikki and | really clicked and back then he was so different. We 
were in love, like really in love, we just connected. The chemistry we had was unlike anything either of us had 
experienced before. We were happy. The only complaint | had was how overprotective Nikki could get 
sometimes. If a guy so much as looked at me he would just beat the shit out of them, until they were left in 
a bloody pulp. He didn't like me being alone with Tommy or Vince either. Vince | understood, but Tommy? They 


started selling out clubs. Then they started meeting people with connections. We were always going to these 
parties in mansions. It was like riding a high you never want to come down from. We drank a lot. We did drugs. 
In the beginning it was okay. Then Nikki had a wreck and dislocated his shoulder. They were in the middle of 
recording Shout at the Devil, and Nikki being Nikki just wouldn't give himself time to heal. He had to finish that 
record. So he scored some heroin when his pain pills ran out and everything just slowly went downhill from 
there. He had me on it within weeks. And when his pain was gone..we were both hooked. | did a lot of things 
that l'm so fucking ashamed of. | had sex for dope more times than the time Nikki sold me..but it was always 
my choice. | let Vince fuck me in a room full of people because they were willing to pay. And Nikki let me 
because we could get high after. Nikki was doing the same shit all over town After a few years | decided to 
get clean but Nikki couldn't. | tried to make it work but.it just couldn't because that shit owns him." Scarlet's 
eyes fluttered over to Izzy, watching him listen intently. "Izzy, he used to be like you too, able to maintain.but 
nobody maintains forever. It won't let you. And | can't be there when that happens to you. | care about you, | 
really do. But | have to do what | know is right. l'm so sorry for tonight. Things got out of hand because | lost 


my head. It's just.no one has touched me or looked at me the way you do in a long time. Not since..." 
"Since him?" Izzy asked softly. "Scarlet.'m not real thrilled about being judged for another mans actions, but | 


get it. I'd be scared of me too. And you're right to run from me. | am a fucking junkie, no point in trying to call 
a duck a pigeon. But | really want to change your mind about me. So at least be my friend and get to know 


me. 
Scarlet watched him strangely. "But you never talk about yourself” 


Izzy smirked. "I'll try." He slid up on the bed and rested his weight against the headboard, motioning for Scarlet 


to join him. 

Scarlet hesitated but soon found herself in his arms with her head on his chest. 

"Ill tell you anything you want to know," Izzy whispered as his rough fingertips glided up her arm. 
Scarlet smirked. "Anything?" 


The sound of Izzy's voice vibrated in her ears. His eyes flickered down to hers with a smirk of his own. 


"Mmhmm anything you can conjure up, I'll try and answer it to the best of my ability honey.” 


The corners of her lips twitched into a smile as endless thoughts and possibilities raced through her mind. 
Scarlet chuckled to herself, she had absolutely no clue what to even ask him. 


Then the most important question of all leapt into her mind Her eyes darted towards Izzy. "Have you ever 


thought about not being a dealer and getting clean?" 


Izzy sighed. "Um, yeah, sure.but its not that easy for me. Right now | have no choice but to sling the shit. 
See..the people | sell for.. Well they don't let you just walk away. Not without paying them off. The band is 
taking off and all, but we don't have cash like that yet. Believe me, I'd love to not have to sell drugs anymore. 


And one day | wont" 


Scarlet's eyes flickered away with a small nod. Izzy knew his answer had disappointed her. He would probably 
have had half a chance with her if he was clean. But he knew he wasn't strong enough to sell drugs and not do 
them. He had a feeling that as soon as he left Scarlet's room, that would be it. He'd never be able to be with 
her like in such an intimate position again. A pain seated itself in his chest. It hurt to think of that. However 
that was just the feeling of reality finally sinking in for him. 


"So." Izzy gulped, "should | go now?" 


Scarlet's eyes flickered back to his, nervously. Izzy knew what was coming. Fucking hell, he knew he had said 
the wrong thing, and it was going to scare her away even more. Izzy's eyes dropped down to the floor, he 
turned away from her and just as he was about to plant his feet on the floor, Scarlet grabbed his arm and 
pulled him back down onto the bed. She sat up and leant over to straddle him. Well, fuck. Izzy held back a 
groan, and his brows furrowed together, as he tried to regain his composure. He looked up at Scarlet. Her sea 
green eyes were swirling with mixed emotions, ones that Izzy couldn't seem to pinpoint and it was at that 
moment, that Scarlet tangled her fingers in his hair. Izzy's hands rested at the base of her hips and his brows 
furrowed together again. "Scarlet what the fuck-" 


The warmth of her lips on his was too overwhelming. Izzy had no fucking idea what was going on, but he didn't 
want it to stop. He allowed his mind to wander off as he kissed her intoxicating lips with all the strength he 
could muster. God knows if he might have ever gotten another chance to touch her. Soon his hands joined in 
with his lips, taking in what could be the final moment that he shared with her. While Izzy prepared to have it 


all end Scarlet was losing herself in him. It was like she had no impulse control with him. 


The kissing wasn't stopping and Izzy felt his pants gradually growing tighter and tighter all over again. He just 
couldn't help it. He wanted her so bad, it was killing him. In the heat of the moment, Izzy found the strength in 
his hands and slid under them her shirt. He wanted so much more than she was giving him. He grasped her 
skin and groaned into her mouth in desperation. Scarlet rebounded off him pulled away panting. She stared down 
at Izzy, a confused look plastered his face. He was stupefied. Scarlet regained what consciousness she had and 
realised what she was doing. She sighed and threw her legs over to dismount his waist before collapsing next 


to him. 
"Izzy..l.l'm sorry. | didn't mean to..l.couldn't help it" 


Izzy pulled her into his arms. "It's okay darlin." Izzy was trying to fight the fact that she was so much like 
Axl. She was so similar to him that it scared the living fuck out of Izzy. At times she was outspoken and sexy 
as fuck, her mood swings drove him crazy, but under all of the shit, he wanted her. He wanted her so fucking 


bad. 


Scarlet sighed and moved her head to the side to look at Izzy. His eyes were focused on the ceiling, his hand 
resting above his head. Scarlet watched as Izzy reached over to grab the ashtray on the bedside table, he 
shoved his hand into his pocket to retrieve a cigarette. "I'm sorry that | made everything complicated. 


Izzy's eyes flickered down to hers, the unlit cigarette hanging from his lips. "Baby, its not you that's 
complicated things. That's what I've done. I'm not fucking mad. You don't have to apologise." 


"Will you..can we just stay here for a little while?" Scarlet asked sheepishly. 


Izzy slightly smiled. "Yeah, love to." 


Almost 
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Izzy rolled over on his side and groaned. His guts were churning with that familiar pang he had come to know. 
He knew what time it was, but there was numerous reasons as to why he couldn't. Well, not just yet. Izzy 
rolled his head over to the left and caught a glimpse of a familiar head of chestnut brown hair. He pushed the 
hair out of his eyes and a small smirk danced onto his lips. Scarlet laid next to him, her eyes were closed and 
her mouth was gaped open just a crack. She was breathing lightly, and it was almost like she wasn't even 
breathing at all. She looked so peaceful as she slept. There was not an ounce of pain on her face. Izzy took one 
last glimpse at her and stealthily slid off the bed, being careful not to wake her from her slumber. He silently 
strode across the room and to the bathroom. He was mid way through a piss when a loud knock threw him 
out of his daze. 


Izzy stormed towards the door quietly, before he grasped the door knob and ripped it open with all the force 
he could muster. "What the fuc- Axl?" 


Axl smirked from behind a smouldering cigarette and his eyes danced from Izzy to the bed and then back 
again. "Get lucky last night, huh Isbell?" 


Izzy's eyes flickered to the floor, and a cocky smirk danced across his lips before he found Axl's eyes with his 
own again. "Wouldn't you like to know. l'm not telling you fucking anything man" 


Axl snickered and raised his eyebrows in contemplation. "You risked death for this fucking chick. Please tell me 


you got laid for that." 


Izzy eyes fell onto the floor of the hallway and he bit the inside of his lip. "Not everything is about fucking. 
It's..it's a little complicated right now." 


"Since when do you fucking do complicated?" Axl chuckled and lzzy watched as he raised an eyebrow. 


"Look, | need you to fuck off before you wake Scarlet up." The truth of the matter was that Izzy needed to 


get his wake up shot. He couldn't concentrate on anything else. 
"Well good luck with your challenge. Maybe you'll get some out of her this morning-" 


"Goodbye, " Izzy sighed loudly before he abruptly shut the door in his face without an absolute care in the 


world. 


Izzy turned on his heels, and to his surprise when he looked up, he met Scarlet's eyes, staring back at him 
from her side of the bed. He put his hand up and rubbed the tips of his fingers over his lips sheepishly. His 
eyes flickered over the bare skin on her shoulders, before they made their way down to her long, luscious legs 
poking out from under the white bed sheet. She was completely and utterly, without a doubt, the sexiest 
woman he'd ever laid his eyes on. Izzy bit the inside of his lip and he held back a groan. Scarlet was propped up 
just enough, so that the sheet was barley covering her chest and even though only a small part of her 
cleavage was revealed, Izzy couldn't help the fact that he felt himself getting even more frustrated. She 
watched him with a tilt of her head and put her hand into her hair to hold it as her eyes scanned over his 


face. "Good morning.” 

Izzy smirked awkwardly, she could probably already see the sheen of sweat covering his forehead. He was 
trying to keep his cool, but his body was churning for a fix. He could almost taste it. He couldn't shoot up with 
Scarlet around. Izzy could tell that she knew but it was out of respect that he was holding out. A shame thing. 
The only reason she wouldn't have him. 

"Morning darlin’. Can | order you some room service or anything?" 

Scarlet smiled. "Coffee would be great." 

"I think there's a pot in the room," Izzy half-smiled and he slowly swayed over to the coffee pot. His hands 
shook as he reached for the coffee. He stood, praying that Scarlet didn't notice, but in the back of his mind he 
knew she had already seen the signs of needing a fix. And through his inner contemplation, Scarlets husky 
morning voice cracked him out of his daze. 

‘Izzy... 


Fuck. He stood, frozen in place and swallowed the knot in his throat, before looking up at the ceiling and sighing. 


"I know what time it is." Scarlet mumbled softly and Izzy heard her clear her throat through the sheer 
moment of silence. Izzy put the pot of coffee down, his fingers fumbling as they shook slightly. 


"What time is that?" He asked as absentmindedly as he could. 
'Izzy..You're shaking.” 


He sighed in defeat and glanced at her over his shoulder, pulling on the best fake smile he could. "Its nothing. 


lm fine." 


But it was absolutely no use. Scarlets eyes flickered over him, she knew what was up. The fact being that she 
knew exactly what he felt like. She'd had more than her fair share of experiencing it. 


"| know how you feel. And..and its cool if you need to..you know?" 


Izzy shook his head. "I'm fine." He turned to her, as he held the coffee in his hand. It sloshed from the rim as 


he made his way over to her. 
Scarlet raised an eyebrow as she sat up to grab the cup from him. "Are you?" 


Izzy sighed in defeat and shook his head in self pity. "Scarlet, I've woke up to the same fucking thing for a real 
long time now. But this morning. woke up to you and it was fucking great. And | know that tomorrow morning 
won't be anything like that and its because of smack. Just let me enjoy you while | still can. Its already bad 
enough for me know that | have to go at all. Just stop trying to rush me away to go and get fucking high. | 
don't want to. | want to." 


Scarlet looked up at him and one of her brows furrowed. Was he being fully serious? "Un, hello. Is Izzy Stradlin 
in there?" Scarlet joked with a wave of her free hand and she couldn't help it when the corner of her lips 


curled upwards. 
Izzy smirked. "Darlin’, Izzy Stradlin is just a name. And yeah, he's been in here for a while.” 


Scarlet's eyes flickered up to Izzy's, she sat up a little and gently placed her cup of coffee on the nightstand 
next to the bed. Izzy watched intently as she shuffled to where he stood, at the foot of the bed. 


"Scarlet, what're you doing?" He mumbled, watching as she raised herself up and onto her knees on the edge of 
the mattress, she sat up and was just tall enough to be eye to eye with him. Her lips parted, and she 
whispered the words that would be his undoing. 


"What would you do if | said that | don't want you to go either?" Her words flowed out like silk and as her 
hands found the buttons on Izzy's shirt, he didn't hesitate. He took her on his arms, tilted his head and pressed 
his lips to hers. His breath was racing even before he had touched her, it hissed inwards in anticipation as his 
lips moved over hers. Scarlet wove her fingers into his hair and kissed him with the same ferocity. She wanted 
him just as much. She had felt nothing for a man since Nikki. And while Izzy may have shared the same 
addiction, she knew he wasn't like Nikki. Nikki would never have woken up and suffered just to be with her. 


Izzy lowered her down across the bed and the fingers of his right hand dug into her side as he gripped onto 
her waistband. His other hand slid underneath and up her shirt, all the while he devoured her lips with his. 
Scarlet didn't seem to want him to stop either. Her hands were already unbuckling his belt. Izzy growled, and 
raised up to unbutton her jeans. His breath become more and more laboured as he began pulling them down 
off her hips, her panties grasped with them. He slipped them down her thighs, over her knees, down her legs, 
and off her ankles. It was time, fucking finally. Izzy quickly pushed his leather pants down his thighs and lay 
between Scarlet's parted thighs, as he hovered over her. Izzy's eyes met Scarlet's and he knew she was about 


to give herself to him. Scarlet swallowed and just as her lips parted, there was a harsh bang at the door. 


"Fuck!" Izzy hissed as his eyes flickered to the door. 


"IZZY GET THE FUCK OUT HERE! WE'VE GOT A PROBLEM!" A voice boomed outside the door. It was Axl. 


‘Motherfucker, I'm gonna fucking kill that son of a bitch." Izzy mumbled under his breath as his eyes darted 


back over to Scarlet. 


She nudged him with her right hand and smiled. "It's alright, you should probably go and handle this." A 
chuckled slipped from her lips and she beamed up at Izzy, before running her fingers though his hair playfully. 


Izzy sighed. He didn't know how much longer he could go on without getting laid anymore. It was driving him 
further and further over the edge. "Goddammit" He hissed, his eyes softening as he looked down at Scarlet. 
‘lm fucking sorry about this. Can | see you later?" 


‘Of course" The corners of Scarlets lips curled into a sexy smirk and Izzy felt like the weight of the world 


was lifted off of his shoulders. 


He stood, and lifted his weight from the bed to button up his pants. He had lost count as to how many fucking 
times he'd unbuttoned and re buttoned his pants in the last 48 hours. He was pissed. He was, without a doubt 
pissed. It was like every time he wanted to fuck Scarlet, fate or karma was out to fucking get him. Yep, he was 
pissed off to the high fucking heavens. Izzy strode his way towards the door, shaking his head, his right hand 
clenching into a fist at his side. It wasn't just anger he felt, but frustration as well. And, it was probably the 
fourth set of blue balls he'd acquired in two days. A world fucking record. Izzy wouldn't let it happen for a 
fifth time. Not even if the world was coming to an end. 


Izzy's hand found the door knob, he clenched it so tightly that his knuckles turned as white as the sheets on 
the bed. He ripped it open, but to his surprise there was no Axl. Izzy's brows furrowed angrily and his head 
popped out to look down the hallway. He caught a glimpse of red hair and his feet started to move along the 
ground. "Axl! You motherfucker!!" 


Axl stopped dead in his tracks and whirled around. His eyes softened when he saw Izzy. "Fuck, man. What the 
fuck have you been doing?!" He asked, as he made his way towards him slowly. 


Izzy rolled his eyes. "Fucking what have | been doing?! I've been trying to get laid for the past few fucking 
hours!! And | was on the verge of doing so before you fucking knocked on the door to ruin itl! So if there's a 
fucking problem you'd better tell me it now and if its not good, I'm gonna rip your fucking voice box outta 
your throat." 

Axl smirked. "Not my problem you have no game." 


Izzy sighed and put his fingers up to pinch the bridge of his nose. "I'm in no mood for the this shit," 


"You look like shit Izz," Axl stated as he approached Izzy more closely for a better look. He could see how pale 
he was. He knew if his fists weren't clenched as tight as they were that his hands would be shaking. Axl could 


see the oily sheen on his forehead in the light of the hallway. 
"Yeah! Blue balls does that fucker!" 


"Man, you're dope sick. Let me guess your new conquest doesn't know that you're a junkie." He concluded, 


raising an eyebrow and folding his arms across his chest. 

Izzy's eyes darted away from Axl and stopped on the wall closest to where he was standing. "She knows." 

"She a junkie too?" 

Izzy glared daggers at Axl. He had no fucking idea. "No. Now would you tell me what the fuck this problem is?" 


"Vicky has fucking booked us at some dive in fucking Venice Beach because she owes some fucking favor to 
the guy who owns the venue." 


Izzy huffed in frustration "And you fucking bothered me for this shit?" He asked, his voice escalating. Axl 


could tell that he was becoming even more pissed. 


"Uh yeah.it's your band too fucker! Or did you forget what the hell it is you're doing here! Too busy trying to 


get a fucking piece of ass are youl?" 


"You call her a piece of ass one more time and I'm coming to get a piece of your fucking ass!" Izzy retorted 


sternly, as he raised a finger between Axl's eyes. 
"Look, you have obligations to this band motherfucker! I'm not the one who gave you fucking blue balls." 


"My obligations? What about your fucking obligations?!" Izzy sighed. He was on the verge of losing his cool, Axl 
had a tendency to do that to him, to everybody and Izzy was the only one that wouldn't let his top blow. Most 
of the time. It was no use arguing with Axl, when Scarlet was waiting for him back in her room. Just the 
thought of her seemed to cool his temper, and before he knew it, he was shaking his head at Axl. "Look Axe, 


l'm not in the mood to fucking argue right now. l-" 


The high pitched sound of a whistle caused Izzy and Axl to raise their heads in unison. Duff's tall frame strode 
down the hallway. "You two girls done bitching yet? We've got a show to play." 


Drunken Slurs 


Author's Notes: 
Finally!! Enjoy! 


PS Thanks to everyone who's stuck by this story, reviewed, read and put it on their favourites list. You guys 


rock. 


Reviews are much appreciated. 


The next show was scheduled for Venice Beach. Sun kissed bodies on display let Izzy know that they had 
arrived. Izzy had lived in Venice Beach when he first moved to LA. It had seemed like heaven on earth to the 
young Indiana transplant. Now, it just looked like the land of the lost. He saw only naive dreams on each of the 


faces they passed, and he knew that the city, no doubt, would eat those dreams alive. 


Izzy's head was pounding and a slight shake had started in his hands. His body was telling him that it was time 
for a fix. Yet, he just couldn't bring himself to get high when Scarlet was around. He wasn't even sure how he 


had managed to do it when it meant that he had to feel like shit. 


Izzy sat, with his head against the window of the bus, as his eyes scanned wearily out the window. He was still, 
until a gut wrenching pain shot through his stomach, causing him to buckle in pain slightly. It felt like someone 
had grabbed something inside of him and twisted it with all of their might. His head spun as he tried his 
hardest to contain the small moan that was rising in the back of his throat, but it was absolutely no use. Axl 


shifted in his seat beside him. 

"Are you dry or something?" He asked as a disappointed sigh slipped from his lips. 

Izzy tried to hold back a moan. "No." He said, almost panting. 

"Then why are you going into withdrawal next to me? l'm in no mood to be puked on today. Just.go to the 
bathroom and get a fucking fix." Axl glanced away from him with a shake of his head as his fingers flipped 
open a magazine. 

Izzy stared at Axl and realised that that was probably just how Scarlet felt. Disgusted, and embarrassed by 
him. Here she was, trying to stay sober after living through the hell of drugs and withdrawal, and all he had 
done was rub it in her face. He couldn't have felt more pathetic. 


lzzy shook his head. "No." 


"No?" Axls eyes glanced over at him as one of his eyebrows shot up in surprise. "What do you mean no?" 


"No," Izzy repeated and his turned his glazed over glare back out the window. 
Axl huffed. "Really? And just why are you developing some form of abstinence all of the sudden?" 
Izzy didnt utter a word as his fingers grasped at his necklace. 


"Is this because of Scarlet? Please don't tell me that you are doing all this just to get in some chicks pants. 


Not your style |zz" 

"You've been riding my ass to stop for years," Izzy muttered softly. 

Axl groaned angrily. "Not while we're fucking touring!” 

Izzy couldn't help but turn his gaze back to Axl, his brows furrowing together in frustration. "This band is all 
you fucking care about anymore. You don't care if Im strung out, sick, sober, or half dead, you just care about 
it fucking up the ‘business’. When did you become a sell out?" 

Axl growled. "You have some fucking nerve." 

"Me? You're the one who is condoning my destruction for the sake of not fucking up your precious show." Izzy 
glanced up, and finally realised the fact that everyone had their eyes fixated on him and Axl. Fucking 
eavesdroppers. Izzy scoffed and pulled his attention back over to the window. 

"Fuck you." Axl hissed before jumping up and storming off. 

"No thanks." Izzy muttered with a small scoff. It was then that his eyes flickered over to Scarlet. She was 
doing her best to make it seem as if she hadn't been paying attention. Izzy had known better though. He sighed 
and ran his hand over his face, watching as Duff strode over to him. 


"Drink?" He asked as he put his hand up to dangle a bottle of whisky in front of Izzy's face. 


Izzy's hands flew out in a flash. He grasped it gulped down a huge mouthful, watching as a smirk wove it's way 


onto Duff's lips. 

"He really does care you know?" 

"Yeah, I'm really feeling it" Izzy mumbled and rolled his eyes as he pulled the bottle towards his lips again. He 
sat in silence, ignoring the various glares that Axl was sending him from across the bus and glanced out the 
window. The sun blared through the glass and Izzy put his hand up to shield his eyes from the heat, as his 


other hand slipped down to reach for his sunglasses. 


"| zzy." 


He glanced up and watched as Scarlet slipped into the seat next to him. 
"You're fucking burning up." 


Izzy's eyes fell onto the table and couldn't help himself as he pulled to bottle to his lips again. He couldn't bare 
to look her in the eye. The fact that she was witnessing his withdrawal just put a hell of a lot more shame on 
his shoulders. "I'm fuckin’ fine." He grunted. 


Scarlet sighed. "Stop fucking bullshitting yourself. I'm not fucking blind Izzy." She mumbled, as her hand found 
its way to his back. Izzy seemed to cringe uncomfortably under the pressure of her hand resting on his back. 
It hurt to be touched. Heroin made his bones feel like they were brittle and easily broken. His muscles felt like 
they had crawled and aired up like a Charlie horse. 


"I know that you don't want to go and have a hit, but you're going to be hurling your fucking guts up by the 
time the show starts." 


Izzy sighed loudly. "Just leave it alone Scarlet” He muttered as his hand found its way to his forehead. His 
eyes drooped down to the floor and he gulped down another greedy mouthful. 


"You keep drinking like that and you're not going to be able to play." Scarlet said skeptically. 


"I told you | have a high tolerance." He huffed as he pulled the bottle to his lips to guzzle down more 
mouthfuls. 


"Izzy, you forget I've been in your shoes before. You're sick and there's only one thing that makes it go away." 


Izzy looked up at her and his brows scrunched together in frustration. "Fuck Scarlet. Can you just stop fucking 
pushing." He groaned as he pulled the bottle to his lips before glancing back down at the table again. "Just 
please, please fucking stop." 


Scarlet's eyes lingered on his face, watching as his brows furrowed. She couldn't understand why he was 
torturing himself for her. It seemed totally out of the question and it defiantly wasn't apart of the territory. 
Izzy was something else. He was too good for her, deep down underneath his junkie skin. He was too damn good 


for her and she knew it. 


‘Izzy, you don't have to do this. Nobody cares if you need a fix. Everyone just wants you to be back to normal 
for the show. Nobody minds..really." Scarlet found herself pleading. 


"Nobody minds huh?" He snapped as he took another chug from the bottle. "Well you do.apparently, or do you 


just get off on not fucking me and driving me insane?!" 


Everybody on the bus turned to look. They began to whisper but Izzy seemed oblivious to it. He was starting 


to become obnoxious from the Whiskey. 
Scarlet whipped back over to Izzy. "At least lay off the whiskey so you can play your fucking show." 
Izzy scoffed. "What the fuck do you care? The worse we play the better your band looks, right?" 


Scarlet stood from her seat and glared at Izzy. Her lips parted but before she could utter a word, Axl beat 
her to it. "Pull it the fuck together Isbell" He growled lowly over Izzy's shoulder. 


The venue was huge. It wasn't as large as the venue before, but it was still big enough to send butterflies into 
Scarlet's guts. Her feet hit the ground with a thud, and her eyes glanced up at the large closed gates that 
they had arrived through. She could hear the rumble from the crowd inside and put a hand up to run through 
her hair. She could have punched Izzy in the face for how much of an asshole he was being. She knew it was 
the Whisky and the frustration of not being able to get his dick wet. But did he have to be such a fucking 
prick about it? He was starting to remind her more and more of Nikki, and that scared her to fucking death. 
What if he was just another Nikki Sixx? 


She was so drawn to him. She knew she wouldn't be able to fight it for much longer. If he was just like Nikki 
she'd be in a lot of trouble. Then she reminded herself, Nikki would NEVER have refrain from shooting up for 
her. The fact that Izzy had made such an effort spoke volumes for his character. Somewhere buried under 


the junkie had to be a really great guy. 


Scarlet's eyes flickered over towards Izzy. He was so drunk that he kept staggering and bumping into things. 
The whiskey that he had drank on the bus was gone. A new brand garnished his hand and was already halfway 
gone. He didn't talk to anyone and instead walked around scowling a distaste for everything. Scarlet guessed that 
his band already knew to leave him alone. Or maybe they let Axl deal with him, he seemed to be the only one 
who was. But even Axl seemed to have gotten the point to back off. He had stormed off hours ago. Firstly, he 
had sternly warned Izzy that he had better not fuck up the show. But if Izzy kept on drinking like he was, 
there was no doubt in Scarlet's mind that he would. She could already see how bad the withdrawal symptoms 
were. She knew he was drinking like a fish to try to hide them. Nikki used to do the exact same thing, so that 


management wouldn't know when he had been binging. 


It was one difference Scarlet had noticed between the two. Sometimes Nikki would be out on the road and not 
always able to score when he needed to. So Nikki would buy whenever he could, in bulk amounts of course, and 
binge on them until they were all gone. There was never a set amount of time until he could score again. Yet, 
if people saw him drink they would think that the start of withdrawal was just from being drunk. If it 
progressed too long he would say that he had the flu. Izzy on the other hand was a dealer. He didn't have to 
go without. He was suffering and he didn't have to. Scarlet didn't completely understand why. 


"Ten minutes till show time.” 


Izzy looked up from where he sat. His eyes were hazy and he could feel the pounding of his heart in his ears, 
and yet he pulled the forth bottle of Whisky he'd had that night to his lips. The pain from his withdrawal had 
slowed, but it was still there. It always would be, no matter how much he drank. Izzy pushed his weight onto 
his feet and stood, before steadying himself on the wall closest to him. He took another sip from the bottle in 
his hand and looked up. Scarlets eyes were fixated on him from across the room. She was watching him like a 
hawk, yet her eyes were swirling with an emotion he couldn't seem to pin point. She couldn't ignore the 
arrogant predatory stare he was giving her as she stood in the corner on the other side of the room. His 
eyes traced a searing line from her head to her legs before he vulgarly rubbed his crotch as he met her 
eyes with his again. He made his way over to her and smirked widely. "I'm sure your show will be quite fun for 
all of the guys you send home thinking they stood a fucking chance. Are you at all aware what a cock tease 
you are darlin’? Fuck honey, I'm hard just thinking about it 


Scarlet wanted to slap him so fucking hard. "Izzy you're fucking drunk. Lay off and get you're fucking head 
straight." She growled, scowling at him angrily. 


Izzy smirked again and lent his arm on the wall she was leaning on. He put his face forward, so that they were 


only inches apart. "Baby, I'm only getting started" He slurred. 


She could smell the Whisky on his tongue. It was strong. So strong that she had to keep herself from gagging 
because of the smell. She looked up at him, and watched as his eyes went to her lips. Scarlet couldn't help 
herself and felt a shiver tingle down her spine. The way he was looking at her, gave her goosebumps. She felt 
his rough fingers on her shoulder, then felt them skimming across her collarbones lightly. Scarlet swallowed 
and felt herself shuddering under his touch. Izzy sensed her vulnerability and lent forward until he felt her hot 
breath on his lips. "You have no idea how fucking bad | want you right now. It's killing me." 


Scarlet shivered again and she felt his hands slip down the sides of her waist. She tried to force her eyes 
away from his but she couldn't. His gaze was so intense that she couldn't look away. She was completely 
fixated. She felt herself slipping into his touch, her lips inched towards his like a magnet. Closer and closer. His 
lips only inches away from hers. 


"Show timell" 


Scarlet took one last look at Izzy and slipped out of his grasp. She turned her back and made her way out of 
the room. She had a fucking show to play. 


Resistance ls Futile 
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Some see the glass half full, whereas other tend to see the glass as half empty. In Izzy's case, he was 
defiantly seeing the glass as half empty..well the bottle half empty for that matter. He grasped onto what 
must have been the fifth or sixth bottle of Whisky in his hand and sauntered towards the far corner of the 
room. Slash had already claimed his place against the wall and stood there with some girls tongue down his 
throat. Izzy had managed to play pretty decently throughout the show, even though he had been sitting on his 


amp the whole time. And Scarlet, well she and her band had kicked ass and won over the crowd once again. 
When Scarlet came down from the stage Izzy was still hanging around. He had a virus of groupies surrounding 
him and Slash, they were laughing and having a good time. Scarlet scoffed. She wanted no part of his fun, and 
instead decided to head back to the hotel for a shower. 


"Running so soon baby." Izzy slurred as his hand snaked out and grasped her arm. "Party with us." 


"Looks like you've started without me, so I'm just going to go to the hotel and get some sleep. Enjoy your 
party favors," She commented, snidely. 


Izzy raised one of his eyebrows in suspicion "Rather enjoy you darlin” 


Scarlet rolled her eyes blatantly. "I think you need to take one of these sluts up on the their offer and go 
sleep it off" She hissed and made a move to leave but Izzy grabbed her by the arm, rather hard. 


"Maybe these sluts aren't what I'm looking for tonight," He cooed drunkenly, and slipped his hands around her 
waist to pull her into his shaky arms. 


"As if you could get it up to use it" She snapped and shoved him away. 

Izzy grabbed her by both wrists and jerked her into him, chest to chest. Scarlet felt a rush of fear, but she 
refused to show him that she had. "What's the matter baby? You like me better as a junkie? Do | remind you 
more of Nikki that way?" 


It was in a flash that something instinctively came across Scarlet and her hand had soon made strong contact 


with the left side if Izzy's cheek, leaving the echo of her hand hitting his skin 


Izzy stumbled back and a drunken smirk found its way onto his lips from behind the hair that had fallen in 


front of his face. "Do have a great night all alone Scarlet" 


"Come on Izz, lets get the fuck out of here,” Slash complained, his eyes darting over to Scarlet. "I'm real sorry 


about this Scarlet. About Izzy." 


Scarlet mustered a small nod. She refused to show her vulnerability. "It wasn't your fault Slash. Don't worry 


about it" 


Slash nodded and Scarlet watched as he dragged Izzy off into the darkness leaving her standing there, silently. 
Her hand still tingled from the contact it had made with Izzy's skin. She swallowed the knot in her throat and 
took a deep breath. Maybe he was just another Nikki Sixx. 


Scarlet had made it back to the hotel alone. She didn't give a fuck where Izzy was, she couldn't have cared 
less. She had witnessed his arrogant side and she wasn't sure if she wanted to keep witnessing it. Scarlet's 
eyes danced up as the lobby elevator doors opened. She watched as a plunder of trashed people began falling 
out and laughing. But what caught Scarlet's attention the most was a tall black mass of hair spiked up to the 


ceiling in the back. It was so eerily familiar that a chill shot down her spine. 


The strangers eyes met at the same exact moment hers caught his. It was Nikki. A sinister smirk danced 
across his face, and his eyes peaked out from behind the black strands of hair hanging in his face. Scarlets 
heart dropped into her stomach. She couldn't move. It was like someone had dumped a bucket of icy cold water 


over her head. She watched as he strode towards her. Scarlet tried to run But she just couldn't. Nikki reached 
out and grabbed her hands with his. He smirked again and pulled her into the elevator with him. 


"Hey beautiful, you're just what | need tonight" He purred, pulling her uncomfortably close. She could smell the 
Jack on his breath, and attempted to turn her face from him. Her jaw clenched together when as his hands 
glided over her waist roughly. 


"Where the fuck did you come from?" 


Nikki chuckled sinisterly. "Izzy told me there was a party here tonight. He also told me that you were here, so 


| couldn't miss that." 
Scarlet swallowed hard. Knowing that Izzy had told Nikki where she was just pulled the strings on her heart 
until they were almost ready to snap and burst. "Well you were misinformed, there's no party here tonight" 


She growled, doing her best to back away, but his grasp held her too tightly. 


"We never had much of a problem making a party with just the two of us sweetheart. Where's your room?" 
Nikki's breath sent shivers down her spine as he spoke. 


"You're not coming in my room Nikki!" 


"Mmmm, come on" He whispered nuzzling her neck, as his hand moved up and down one of her thighs. "It'll be 


just like old times. We had some fun didn't we?" 
"NIKKI LET ME GO! YOU FUCK!" 
"Come on baby. | know you want to. You're not going to leave an old friend hanging are you? I'll be gentle." 


Scarlet tried to pull out of his grip once more, but it was no use. He held her in place like a vice. "I don't want 


your sick hands on me. Please. Please, just let me go." 


Scarlet couldn't see the smirk Nikki was sporting, but she could hear in his voice. "What's the matter? | know 
Stradlin’ hasn't fucked you. You look like you need one sweetheart." 


Scarlet looked up and met Nikki's devious stare just before the elevator doors rolled open. Her hands went to 
his chest and she heaved him off of her with all of her might before running out of the elevator door and 
onto the I2th floor of the hotel. 


She ran towards her room, but before she could unlock it, Nikki had her in his hands again. He backed her into 
the wall and smirked. Scarlet's head dropped to the floor and she closed her eyes in defeat. Nikki's left hand 
found it's way to her jaw and he pushed her head up so she could look him in the eye. "You can't deny me 
Scarlet." He purred, letting his right hand grasp the small of her back. "| know you want it" 


Scarlet held back a whimper as she felt his teeth grazing over her neck. "I'm gonna enjoy this." He whispered 
with his lips at her ear. 


"You're not going to touch me." 
Nikki chuckled sinisterly. "Mmmhmm.." 


It was then that Scarlet found it within herself to pull away. She placed her hands on his chest just before her 
knee made contact with his groin Nikki stumbled back, the smirk never leaving his face. Scarlet had just enough 
time to make her escape. She slid into her room locked herself up but she still didn't feel safe. Her entire body 
seas shaking. She couldn't believe Izzy had done something so fucking shitty to her. Being drunk was no longer a 
valid excuse. He wanted to just all out hurt her. Outside the door, she could hear Nikki banging and slurring at 
her. "You fucking kneed me in the fucking balls!" 


"FUCK OFF NIKKI BEFORE | CALL SECURITY!" She screamed out. Scarlet grasped her head and pulled her hair. 
With a shriek, she sank to the floor with a tear soaked face. How could Izzy be so cruel? He was just like Nikki 
It was the sort of shit that Nikki did. Damn him. Damn them both. 


As Scarlet glanced up, her eyes caught sight of the liquor cabinet. Without even thinking twice, she rose to 


her feet and drew closer and closer. Her hand reached out to a crystal decanter filled with an Amber shade of 


liquor. She prayed it was liquor. She placed the decanter onto the bench and pulled the glass stopper out. Her 
fingers grasped the glass and she pulled it towards her lips, hesitating at first. Fuck it. She opened her throat 
and let it spill down it. She'd make this night go away. 


"Hey lzz man. Can you throw me that dollar over there?" 


Izzy pushed the hair out of his face and reached over to grab the green note. His head was all fuzzy and his 
vision was slightly blurred. He looked back over to Steven and Duff crouched around the small glass coffee 
table and flicked the dollar note over in their direction. The Rolling Stones ‘Brown Sugar‘ was blaring from the 
speakers. It was way too loud and crowded for Izzy's taste but nevertheless he stayed seated on the lounge 


and watched the debachery. At this point he needed it. He needed smack. What did it matter now? Scarlet 


would never speak to him again and he knew it. 
"Slash, you got a rig?" Izzy asked, as he flexed his palm out to him. 


Slash raised his eyebrows before giving him a drunken smirk. "Bout fuckin’ time you came to your senses and 


stopped being such an asshole." Slash smirked, as his hands went to his pockets in a slow search of rumaging 


his clothes. 


Finally, he produced a vile of golden brown heaven and Izzy salivated. This was what he needed, not some stuck 
up bitch who was all sober and had zero use for another junkie like him. Izzy took the syringe with trembling 
fingers and prayed he wasn't too drunk to hit a vein Well, there was always the jugular. That was one hard 
fuck to miss. Izzy took the needle in his fingertips and took the belt that Slash had handed him in his hand. He 
pulled the belt over his arm to tie it off. The veins were bulging already. And with his mouth watering, he 
plunged the needle into one of the veins in his arm. The satisfying ritual left him in bliss. He pulled the plunger 
down and watched as the needle clouded with just enough blood to let him know it was time. Izzy had to stop 
himself from groaning as he felt heaven clouding his veins the second he injected himself. His eyes rolled back 
in rapture. He didn't care if everyone saw what he was doing. He didn't care about anything but the fix that he 
had needed so badly. 


Scarlet was just in time for the main event, having gone there to give Izzy a piece of her mind for sending 
Nikki her way. But she was too late. Izzy was already incoherent. He had been drinking all day and night and the 


smack had done him in. 


His slanted eyes barely fixed on her, but he saw her. He would have been lying if he didn't feel a little bad. Oh 


well, not like she was going to fuck him anyway. 
"Sixx gone so soon" He inaudibly mumbled removing the belt from his arm with his free hand. 
Scarlet stood her ground, her face blazing as red as a stop sign. She looked pissed, yet Izzy could see her eyes 


glazing over with tears. He could see her trying to hold them back and it was in that moment that Izzy felt 
like a complete prick. He knew deep down inside that what he had done was horrible. 


Scarlet stepped towards him, slouched over on the lounge. She jabbed a hard finger into his chest, but he 
barely registered it. "You know what Izzy?" She growled, it was getting harder and harder for her to hold back 
the tears that threatened to spill over. She refused to let him see her cry. "FUCK YOU! Do you enjoy being the 
biggest fucking prick?!" The whole room was fixated on Scarlet and Izzy. Their mouths gaped open as they 
looked on like bystanders. "You know what I've realised about you tonight?! | was right about you all along, 
you're just like him. A selfish prick who takes pleasure in fucking people over, who takes pleasure in other 
people's pain. And you know what?!" Scarlet paused, as one single tear spilled down her cheek. She felt 
vulnerable at that moment like her whole purpose of having the upper hand and being strong was completely 
ripped away from her. "I regret walking onto that fucking bus with you. | regret even looking you in the eye 
that night at the club. You're just another junkie who tore my heart to shreds. But you know what fucking 
stings the most?" 


"Huh?" He asked rather sated and slouched. 


"| can't believe you even had the nerve to send Nikki to me. You know what he fucking did. | thought just 
maybe you were the exception to the rule. | thought you were different. | actually considered you..god what a 


mistake that would have been" 
Izzy smirked and sat up a little. "Come on darlin..you've been drinking..a lot." 


"No Izzy, | haven't been drinking enough." Scarlet took one last look at him and swallowed other knot that had 
formed in her throat. "I hope you enjoy the rest of your night Izzy. And I'm glad I'm not spending it with you." 
Scarlet spun on her heels and pushed her way towards the door. She vowed to herself that she would never 


trust a junkie again. There was no fucking way she would. 

"I think you can hang up getting that piece of pussy zz," Slash smirked as he lit his cigarette. 

Izzy didnt utter a word but sat there pondering her words far more than he wanted to. He knew that it was 
best. He wasn't any better than Sixx, who the fuck was he trying to fool? He was the last thing Scarlet needed. 
She was right to want nothing more to do with him. 

Izzy's mind broke off to the night they had met and when he had saved her from being mugged. The streets 
were no place for her, and from what Izzy could remember in his lucid state, she had absolutely no street 
smarts. Panic swept his drug addlled brain the best it could as the realisation hit. She was out there alone. It 
was dark. She was drunk And Nikki was in town. 

Izzy struggled to get to his feet. 


"Izz, where you going?" Slash called out. 


"Gotta go." Izzy mumbled as he finally steadied himself and stood. It was almost like his brain had completely 
sobered up. He suddenly felt responsible if anything happened to her. He had to find her, it wasn't an option to 


sit and wait for her to come back He had to get her and he wouldn't stop until he did. Izzy had faced lows in 
his life, but this, this was another low. He felt so fucking horrible, it was like someone had taken a knife to his 
gut and sliced it open. Maybe they should have. Izzy found his feet moving quickly, as they were pushing 
himself to the door. He was at square one again and he hoped to god he could catch Scarlet before she could 
do anything stupid. 


Endurance 
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Warm Californian drizzle had started to fall outside. Izzy squinted his eyes and he tried to focus. He looked left, 
and then right, having absolutely no clue where Scarlet would have disappeared to. The only clear thought he 
could manage was that he simply had to find her. Horrible imagery plagued his mind with all of the bad 
possibilities that could be out there. Dammit, why did he have to be such an asshole to her? 


His soles dragged across the wet pavement as his eyes scanned every alley anxiously. Panic swept through him 
at every turn in which he couldn't find her. She wouldn't have gone back to the hotel alone, at least not with 
Nikki partying there. Fuck, where could she have gone? She was hammered and she would probably end up in 


jail. And it would be all of his fault. 


Izzy had made a hobby of being hard on himself, but this time he it was amplified. He really deserved it. He 
cared a great deal about Scarlet but his spoiled rockstar ego just didn't know how to take being rejected. 
Normally he wouldn't even waste his time past the first shoot down. But there he was, walking the streets and 


getting soaked, looking like a common thug. It was dangerous for him too, but far more so for Scarlet. 


Izzy walked until his high wore off and the liquor had metabolized. Dawn was approaching and Izzy still hadn't 
found Scarlet. He had called the hotel and get own band just botched at him for making her run off. Izzy even 
swallowed his pride and tried asking Nikki if he had seen her. That conversation turned into a near fight. 


And as he was about to call it quits he slid down onto a bus bench and pulled a cigarette to his lips. In the 
alley behind him he could hear the wrenching sound of someone vomiting. His eyes found their way to the alley 
and they focused on the figure that was moving. He couldn't make out anything in the shadows other than the 
fact that the stranger was a female. He had to make sure it wasn't her. 


As he drew closer he hoped that it wasn't some junkie begging him to get her off. When he could use a 
blowing, he didn't want to be payed for slinging drugs tonight. The crouched figure of the chick became a little 
more illuminated by a street light as she evacuated the contents of her stomach next to a dumpster. Izzy's 
nostrils flared, he could smell the vomit. It stuck to the air like glue and he found himself scrunching his nose 


up at the vile smell of warm Whisky. The woman hadn't stopped hurling her guts up since he had gotten there. 


Izzy was about to offer help but before he could, the girl lost her footing and fell face first into her own 
puke. She smacked the ground with a thud and balled into a fetal position on the pavement. Izzy's jaw dropped 
and his heart pounded. 


"Scarlet?" 


Tears streaked her face and she began mumbling incoherently. Her hair stuck to her face with sweat and Izzy 
could see blood running out of her nose and down the side of her chin. She must have hurt herself when she'd 
hit the ground. Izzy ran to her, as fast as he could push himself. He couldn't fucking believe what he had done. 
It was all his fault. His hands flashed out to Scarlet and with shaky arms, she tired to push herself up and off 
of the ground, in an attempt to scamper away from him, but she just couldn't. She was too weak. Izzy's eyes 
stayed focused on her as he tried to pull her into a sitting position. She was a mess. The makeup on her eyes 
had dripped onto her cheeks and stained them partly black. Izzy hooked his hands under her arms and pulled 
her up slowly so she could stand stably on her feet. Scarlet struggled against him and pounded her fists on his 
chest but it didn't faze Izzy. She had every right to. "Youuu're a fucccking prrrick.” She mumbled, stumbling in 


his arms. "l-l-| haaatee you." 


"I know. You're so right. What | did was so shitty. | don't know what the fuck | was thinking. | guess you hurt 
me when you kept rejecting me. | just don't know where | stand with you darlin. One minute were undressing, 
the next you're slamming on the brakes and running away. Once | could see, but you systematically keep doing 
this shit to me. I'm a man Scarlet, not a Saint with no limits. Fuck, | get the Nikki thing, and the more | think 
about it the more | realize its true," Izzy sighed. "I am just like him and | pray to god you remember none of 


this in the morning." 


Scarlet leaned into Izzy and he grabbed her before she sent them both tumbling into the gutter. She put he 
hand on the wall of the alley as Izzy did his best to keep her up. "I'm-l'm.." It was then that Scarlet thrashed 


over and hurled more of the contents in her stomach onto the filthy ground. 


Izzy pulled the hair out of her face and looked at her, his hand on her back. "Darlin we've gotta get you back 
to the hotel. Come on" Izzy took Scarlet's right arm and wrapped it around his neck. Scarlet's head drooped, 
completely oblivious to anything that was happening around her. Izzy snaked his arm around her waist and 


gently took a hold of her left arm with his hand. "Let's get the fuck outta here." 


Izzy had managed to successfully drag Scarlet back to the hotel without anymore distractions or interferences. 
She was hanging off him and mumbling more incoherent words to herself. It made Izzy feel like a class A prick, 
he kept reminding himself that it could have been worse. He was thankful that nothing bad had happened too 
her. He didn't know what he would have done if something bad would have happened. 


Izzy pulled Scarlet into the elevator and hit the button for the I2th floor. Scarlet was swaying on her feet, and 
Izzy could see that she was trying to keep her eyes open. She was still beautiful. Even with her vomit stained 
clothes and matted hair. Izzy could see the damage the fall had done to her more clearly. The blood had dried 
but her nose didn't look too bad. It was her chin that he was most worried about. It was still partially bleeding. 
He could tell that the blood on her chin was coming from her mouth and he thought that she must have 
bitten her tongue on the way down. The elevator doors rolled open, and Izzy pulled Scarlet out of the elevator. 


He stopped for a moment and turned to her. "Scarlet, what's your room number darlin?" 


Scarlet didn't process anything and just stood there swaying in his arms with her eyes closed. 


Izzy sighed. It was like talking to a brick wall. His hand found its way to her cheek and he shook her a little 


watching as her eyes cracked open just a peak. "Scarlet." He pressed. "What number is your room?" 
"251" She mumbled breathlessly. 


Izzy managed to stumble down the hallway with Scarlet until he found the number of her room. He stopped in 
front of her door and rummaged his hands into her pockets for the key before unlocking the door and tugging 
her inside. Izzy's eyes went straight to the smashed decanter on the floor near the liquor cabinet. He hauled 
Scarlet towards the bed and laid her down. She groaned as her head hit the pillow and Izzy glanced down at 
her. He had to get her out of her clothes. His hands found their way to her jeans and he undid the button, 
before pulling them off of her hips and them down her legs. He sat Scarlet up just a fraction and pulled the 


shirt she was wearing over her head, careful not to get anymore vomit in her hair. 


Izzy ran into the bathroom and wet some tissues from the sink with a little disinfectant he had found in the 
cupboard. When he returned Scarlet had rolled over onto her side and her eyes had opened lazily. 


"Um.l'm sorry. had to undress you..You were all covered in puke." Izzy stuttered as he gently pushed his 
weight onto the edge of the bed. His hand made its way to Scarlets nose, and he started to wipe the blood off 
gently. He could not have felt like a bigger piece of shit as he looked down at Scarlet and observed her. 


"What's the matter?" Scarlet asked woozily. "Don't like me..drunk?" 


Izzy sighed deeply. "No, as a matter of fact | hate it. But | get the point you're trying to convey. Again | can't 
tell you how sorry | am. But you don't have a clue what I'm going through." 


"But you knew exactly what | was going through with Nikki, and you invited him here. | can't believe you did 
something so..so.Nikki. It was fucking sick." 


Izzy smirked lazily and put the tissue to her chin. "You wanna hear sick?" He asked as he began to wipe her 
chin in slow strokes. "I invited him just to see if you still love him. l'm fucking jealous Scarlet. l'm in love with 
you and | just want you to love me back. But | know you'd be an idiot to do that because | do have problems. | 
am a heroin addict. I'm a drug dealer. I've been a thief, a pimp, liar, and a fucking cheat. I'm not a good guy at 


all. And you're right, | am like Nikki. You deserve better..way fucking better." 


‘Izzy, love is so fucking overrated. I'm sick of love. | fucking hate it" Izzy knew that Scarlet what still 
somewhat drunk, but her words sounded true. Scarlet pushed Izzy's hand away from her chin and sat up a 


fraction. "Fuck..lzzy..| think I'm gonna be sick again 


Izzy stood up ina flash and ran over to the corner of the room for the bin. "Here." He said before placing it 


at the side of the bed. 


Scarlet let her head dangle over the side of the mattress and Izzy glanced down at her. He had honestly never 
felt this way before. It was real for him, even if it seemed like some burden to her. At the end of the day, all 
he ever wanted to do was to hold her in his arms. It wasn't even completely about the sex. Izzy knew his 
options were far from limited, but he just wanted Scarlet. There was no substitute for the way she made him 
feel. And somehow he just knew that no one but her would ever make him feel the way he did. He knew there 
was something very real between them. Izzy huffed to himself. He had tried so fucking hard to prove to her 
that he wasn't like Nikki. In the end he only accomplished the fact that he was just like the son of a bitch. 


Hopefully Scarlet wouldn't remember most of what happened. It honestly wasn't even worth remembering. 


Maybe it was time that Izzy faced the facts, he was a fuck up and had no business being with a girl who 
fought so hard against everything he stood for. Maybe he should have just given up trying and instead, try 
letting her go in peace. He had fucked with her head enough. It was obvious that she wasn't over Nikki. Maybe 
not so much Nikki as the situation. He couldn't force it out of her. And he couldn't keep making a fool of 


himself and chasing her even further away. 

‘lm sorry for tonight.” He endowed. He put his hand up and pushed Scarlet's hair behind her ear. Her eyes 
meet with his and he couldn't help but notice how saturated her eyelashes were. Scarlet blinked and Izzy 
watched as a single tear rolled down her cheek, and in that moment.|zzy felt like an even bigger asshole. 
Scarlet shook her head. "Just leave me alone." 

"Sugar if | leave you here like this you'll miss the bus." 


"Then get me there before | puke again" 


Izzy smirked slightly. "Ill try." He muttered and put his hand on Scarlet's back as she heaved. "I think you 


should get some rest before we have to leave again in the morning." 

Scarlet moved her head back up onto the pillow and Izzy passed her the throw blanket at the end of the bed. 
He then switched on the lamp next to her and walked over to flick off the main light switch. Scarlet groaned 
lightly and clutched onto the blanket. "Ugh." 


Izzy watched her as he made his way back over to the bed, before slipping off his jacket and discarding it onto 
the floor. 


Scarlet's voice caused his head to rise. "What the fuck are you doing?" She mumbled, her voice barley audible. 


Izzy smirked again. "Well, someone has to fucking watch you. | don't wanna be responsible if you choke on your 


vomit and fucking die in the middle of the night. So, I'm gonna sleep here until tomorrow." 


Scarlet could only moan again as Izzy pushed himself onto the mattress next to her. Scarlet turned her back 


to him and he couldn't help but let a sigh slip from his lips. "You can't ignore me forever darlin’.” 


Scarlet scoffed. "| can fucking try.’ 


Izzy ran a hand through his hair and reached into the pocket on his shirt for a cigarette, before wedging it in 
between his lips and putting the lighter to the end. He inhaled deeply and closed his eyes as his head hit the 
front of the beds headboard. He sighed once more and before he knew it, the substances in his system had 
lulled him to sleep. 


Izzy was awakened to Scarlet moaning out in her sleep. It sounded like she was having a sexy dream. To hin, it 
sounded like maybe she was getting some action, Izzy could tell as her body slithered about the bed. He shifted 
his weight up on the mattress and couldn't help but notice the way Scarlets eyelids twitched as she laid next 
to him, the light coming from the lamp illuminating her skin. Izzy wondered if maybe he had a starring role in 


her dream. 


Scarlet groaned a little more and a smirk spread across Izzy's lips. He ran his hand down her side lightly and 
she responded to it. Izzy could feel his dick trying to get hard and he couldn't help but groan to himself as he 
allowed his hands to roam farther. Scarlet's body brushed against his and she let out another erotic moan. But 
for Scarlet, things were different. In her unconscious state, her dreams had come from the darkest corners of 
her mind. She had been dreaming of a sexy moment. It seemed so real. Izzy stroking her body only urged her 
dream to continue. Images and essences became so vivid. She began seeing flashes of colour and jolts of her 


senses being pushed into overdrive. It was such a vivid dream. A dream of a memory. 


His strong hands gripped at her waist as his lips smashed against hers ferociously. Scarlets heart was 
pounding against her chest and she could feel the heat from Nikki's lips pulsating through her own. She could 
feel him, hard on her thigh and put her hand down to touch him slightly. Nikki growled. Aching in agony, before 
moving one of his hands from her waist. "Put your hands above your head baby." He groaned between heaving 
breaths, watching as Scarlet obeyed, willingly. She pulled her hands away from where they were gripped at his 
back but in doing so, slipped her hands down and teasingly ran her fingers over the leather of his pants again 
Nikki hissed. "Fuck." His hands went to her wrists and he grasped them tightly, as he forcefully pulled them 


above her head and held them in place like a vice. 


Scarlet smirked slightly from the reaction she got out of him and bit her bottom lip to hold back a full smirk. 
It thrilled her to no end when she teased Nikki. It always ended in rough, hot sex. All passion enthralled. Scarlet 
moaned when Nikki's lips found hers again, and his body pressed against hers with force. Her body was aching 
for his touch. Nikki's mouth devoured hers and Scarlet grazed her teeth over his bottom lip and bit into it 
with an ample amount of pressure. Nikki groaned hoarsely and pulled his lips away before his eyes found hers. 
Scarlet couldn't see the smirk he was sporting behind the black strands of hair hanging in his face, but she 
could hear it in his voice. "You wanna play dirty baby?" He growled as his free hand snaked around to grab at 
her ass tightly. Scarlet moaned again, as the feeling of Nikki's hot lips trailed down the side of her throat. He 


stopped at her collarbones and pressed his wet tongue to the flesh there, before moving it in slow circular 


motions and grazing his teeth over the same sensitive spot. His lips edged further, trailing down to the top of 
her breasts, as his tongue slipped out and made its mark. Scarlet slowly backed herself into the wall behind 
her and pushed her head back as Nikki's rough hands pushed up her shirt. He then placed one lingering kiss 
onto her navel and let himself slip onto his knees. Scarlet watched him, watching her with a predatory gaze. His 
green eyes prowled over her in way that made her feel like she was going to orgasm already. Shivers shot up 
her spine and onto her arms as his fingers grasped the top of her jeans and panties. Scarlet's breath hitched 
in her throat as Nikki's fingernails dragged slowly down her thighs, her jeans and panties slipping down along 
with them. Scarlet found Nikki's eyes with hers, and watched as a devious smirk twisted onto his face. "You're 
not going to be able to walk when l'm finished with you baby." 


She bit her lip in anticipation as her jeans had already accumulated at the base of her ankles. Nikki's hand 
found it's way to her left leg, and he lifted it up, the smirk never leaving his face, to pull her jeans and panties 
off, before discarding them to the side. Scarlet stood, her bottom half completely naked, in front of him. 
Shivering as Nikki's eyes traced a searing line up her legs and onto her thighs before stopping at the most 
desired spot between her thighs. Nikki's lips curled into a dirty grin, as he took one last look up at Scarlet 
before plunging his face into the throbbing spot between her thighs. Scarlet moaned loudly, and as her hands 


snaked into Nikki's hair, she threw her head back in the most intense pleasure imaginable. 


Scarlet's eyes parted ever so slightly. Heavy breathing awoke her to her senses. She could feel someone 
pressed to her, another body. Rough hands stuck and roamed over her skin cautiously and rather sneakily. 
Scarlet wound down from her unconscious state and realisation slowly seeped in. She noticed that it was Izzy's 
rough hands roaming her body. What the fuck? Scarlets neck tingled when she felt Izzy's lips on her neck and 
she slowly turned her gaze to look at him. Izzy tried to back off but it was impossible. He let his hands rest 


on her bare skin for a moment. "Good dream darlin'?" 


Scarlet began to tense under his touch and Izzy felt it. He scoffed and sat up on the bed next to her before 
reaching for his smokes. He struck his lighter with a sigh and lit the cigarette between his lips. 


"Sowas | in it? | sorta felt like | was." He asked as he took a deep drag from the cigarette and squinted at the 


smoke curling up from the end. 
Scarlet sat up a little and observed Izzy. His skin shined with oil and his face bore a couple of day's scruff 


from not shaving. He had dark brown rings around his eyes and they were sunken into his gaunt face. This 


wasn't like the dream. It wasn't Nikki. 


"You said his name by the way," Izzy commented casually, as if it was nothing. 
"What? Who's name?" 


Izzy exhaled and watched the smoke from his cigarette rise aimlessly into the air in front of him. "Fucking 


Nikki." 
Scarlet's eyes flickered over to Izzy's. She didn't utter a word. 


Izzy sighed. "Scarlet. can't fucking take this anymore. If you still have feelings for him.just fucking tell me..and 
Ill be out of your hair." 


Scarlet propped herself up and pushed her weight to lean on the headboard. She pulled her knees up to her 
chest and glanced at him out of the corner of her eye. "Please.|zzy don't do this. Not fucking now.’ 


Izzy watched as her eyebrows scrunched together into one knotted line of frustration He couldn't help it. 
"Then when Scarlet? Tomorrow when you hate my fucking guts and never want to speak to me again?" Izzy 


ran a hand over his face and rested it on his chest. "Maybe | should just give you some time.." He mumbled. 


Scarlet was touched by Izzy's words. She had never seen a guy take so much rejection and prickteasing and 
come back for more and more. Why would he do that? Why would he be so patient? Didn't he understand that 
time would fix nothing? Still, just the fact that he offered was unexpected. It was so sweet. 


Her body still tingled from the dream and Izzy was feeling really great. She couldn't help but think about all of 
the heated moments they had shared. She did want him. But she knew better. She couldn't get involved with an 
addict. No matter how discrete he tried to keep it, it still had such a strong hold on him. She couldn't willingly 
subject herself into that kind of lifestyle again 


"Time can't change anything," Scarlet mumbled before pushing her head back to rest on the cool wall behind 
her. "And no, I'm not in love with him still. But time hasn't calloused this over yet. | went through something 
very fucking painful and traumatic.. And the shit just haunts me..Still. | wish | could erase him completely. But 
he's in the here. l'm in no position to be anyone's interest. My rebound isn't over yet Izzy. | honestly don't 


want to hurt you.” 


"Jesus scarlet, I'm not Asking you to fucking marry mel.Fuck.! don't know what the hell I'm doing. | just want 
you. In spite of everything | just can't fight that shit. | can't leave you alone. | need you. | need you like a wake- 
up shot honey. | understand you can't fully let go yet,.but..fuck.| need you Scarlet 


Scarlet could hear the desperation in his voice, and it seemed genuinely authentic. If Izzy were clean he would 
have been perfect. He had so many qualities that Scarlet admired. But she couldn't give in to those kind of 


impulses. She knew where the road lzzy walked on led to, and she couldn't go there with him. She couldn't. 
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The blinding sun blared through the window, filling the room with light. Scarlet groaned from beside Izzy and he 


turned on his side to look at her. "How are ya feelin’ this morning darlin'?" He grinned. 
Scarlet could only groan. "Fucking pathetic." 


Izzy smirked again and took a drag from the cigarette between his fingertips. "Welcome to my fucking world" 
He chuckled before exhaling smoke into the air. "We should probably get going.’ 


Scarlet rolled over and looked at him out of the corner of her eye. She made an exasperated groan. "Fucking 


really? | think | might throw up again if | move." 


Izzy ran a hand through his hair and smiled. "Hey, if worst comes to worst.| could go and find you a 


wheelchair?" 
"Fuck off." 
Izzy chuckled again and pushed his weight off the bed. "I'll be outside if you need me." 


Scarlet nodded. "Mmbhm. l'm gonna hit the shower before we go." She mumbled as she rolled back onto her 


stomach. "On second thought.just..give me five more minutes." 


Izzy pushed the hair out of his face and lent on the door, watching as she drifted back off to sleep. He 
couldn't help but let a smile grace his lips. Even after last night, he could still enjoy this all day. But he decided 


he should probably get a fix so he didn't become an asshole again 


So he excused himself into the bathroom and started laying out dope and works on the counter. Izzy looked up 
and caught his pale reflection in the mirror. He was so pale, he almost looked ghostly. His eyes were blood shot, 


and dark rings rimmed hung around them. He looked awful. He had absolutely no clue what Scarlet saw in him. 


When Izzy emerged from the bathroom, feeling relaxed and at ease, he glanced over at the bed. Scarlet was 
still asleep, her eyes were shut and her chestnut brown hair had splashed across the pillow. He didn't want to 
wake her up, but he had no choice. "Scarlet." He muttered softly as he pulled himself over to her. "You've 


gotta get up." 
Scarlet's eyes parted and she looked up at him sheepishly. "I'd rather not.” 
Izzy smiled brightly at her. "Come on darlin.” 


Scarlet took a deep breath and sighed. Her head was pounding and it felt like her brain was about to explode. 
She propped herself up on her elbow and rubbed her left eye with her hand. Izzy wrapped his hand around her 
arm and helped her up to sit, watching as Scarlet pushed herself off the bed when he had let go. She willed 
herself towards the bathroom. "Call me if you need me." Izzy cooed as she disappeared into the bathroom. Izzy 
plodded himself back onto the bed and put his head on the wall behind him, listening as the water cut in and hit 
the tiles. 


It was sometime before Scarlet re-emerged from the bathroom. Izzy looked up and caught her eyes with his. 


She looked clean and fresh. It was nice. "You ready?" He asked as his feet hit the floor to stand. 
Scarlet nodded. "My head fucking hurts though. Everything's so fucking bright” 


Izzy stood and made his way towards her. He pulled the aviators from his shirt and pushed them onto her 
nose. "Better?" 


Scarlet pushed the hair out of her eyes. "Much." 


They made it to the bus where Scarlet continued sleeping off her hangover. The guys all had their own 
remedies for their hangovers, the hair of the dog method. Izzy plonked his weight into one of the chair's on 
the bus and pulled his shades over his eyes. It was going to be a long ride. 


They arrived at he next arena, and Izzy didn't even fucking know where it was, somewhere in the Midwest. His 
heart stopped beating when he saw the marquee. Yeah, GN'R was on it, but the headliner was what put him in 


cardiac arrest. It was Motley Crue. 
"What the fuck?" He grimaced. 
Axl scoffed from behind him. "What's your problem?" 


Izzy bit at his nails. Scarlet was not going to be happy. He could already feel it. "Since when are we on the bill 
with Mötley? | thought that was fucking weeks away." 


Axl shrugged dismissively "I dunno." 


Izzy gripped onto the seat feeling panic spread into his chest. Shit. This was going to be bad. Another fucked up 


thing was going to raise its head. But the show had to go on, right? “This isn't good man" 

Axl scoffed. "What's not good? What the fucks gotten into you Izz?" 

Izzy shook his head and cast his gaze out of the window. "Nothin." He mumbled dryly. 

"Then what's the problem?" Axl pressed. 

Izzy sighed. "Scarlet has history with Sixx." 

Oh," Axl replied seeming somewhat interested, "And you're feeling threatened and jealous, huh?" 
"No fucker, well.yeah, but that's not the point. Scarlet doesn't want to be anywhere near him." 
"And why's that?" 


"Bad breakup." Izzy mumbled as his eyes made their way over to where Scarlet laid sleeping. Thank god she 
hadn't seen the Marquee. 


"Oh yeah? So | take it they parted on bad terms then?" 


Izzy scoffed sarcastically. "Fuck yeah." He sighed, and let his eyes roll back out of the window. "He fucked with 


her real bad" 
"Are you going to tell her?" 


"| don't know-" Izzy paused as the sound of shuffling brought his senses alert. He glanced over his shoulder 
and watched as Scarlet stirred, her eyes parting slightly. 


She groaned quietly. "Are we there already?" 
Axl nodded, and his eyes flickered cautiously over to Izzy's. "Mmm Huh." 


Izzy glanced at him out of the corner of his eye before turning his gaze back to Scarlet. "Scarlet," He uttered, 
but before he could say another word, he bit his tongue in hesitation 


Her eyes were straining on him, waiting. There was an awkward silence that fogged the air between them. Izzy 
wanted to tell her, but something inside of his brain just wouldn't let him. He thought it would have been a 
better idea if her just went and confronted Nikki himself. That way, he could imprint it into his brain. 


Izzy coughed awkwardly and he could tell that Scarlet sensed something was wrong. "How's the head?" 


She sat up a little and crossed her legs on the cushioned chair she was sitting on. Scarlet shrugged and put a 


hand up to her head as she lent her elbow on her propped up knee. "Better. I've still got a fucking headache 
though." 


"Drink too much last night huh Scarlet?" 


Scarlet turned to look at Slash as he emerged from the back lounge, his wild hair hung in his face, hiding his 


eyes. 


Scarlet nodded and watched as he came to sit beside her. "Yeah. Too fucking much” She mumbled and her eyes 


danced over to meet Izzy's. 


His stomach twisted with a pang of guilt. She hadn't forgotten about last night. Izzy knew she wouldn't have. 
Scarlet stood from the side of the stage and watched as the crowd roared in unison. Izzy looked so clam and 
collected, she couldn't help but admire him. She still couldn't believe what he had done, even if it was the 
alcohol. Izzy meant well, he just had an odd way of showing that he did. 


Scarlet could feel her muscles aching. They were tough and tight. She could tell that she needed another lay 
down, just to sleep off the rest of her hangover. She took one last look at the crowd and turned on her heels 
before plodding down the steps and landing on the ground with a thud. Her feet shuffled along the ground as 
she picked up her pace and started the short trek to Gun's dressing room. The hallway seemed seemed a 
million miles away, and as she made her way down, stepping over unused instrument cables and littered beer 
cans, she couldn't help but feel dread rush through her stomach. It was unusual, and Scarlet couldn't seem to 
put her finger on why. She was about twelve feet away from the dressing room when her eyes flickered up to 
the end of the hallway. Scarlet swallowed hard. She could see the back of some guys head. It was eerily 
familiar. Black spiked up hair, leather pants with chains hanging off, fingerless gloves. Scarlet's heart dropped 
into her stomach and her chest felt like someone had dropped a fifty pound weight onto it. There was only one 
man on earth with who could fit the bill. Nikki Sixx. Scarlets heart began beating violently, and her stomach 
filled with dread, head pounding. She turned on her heels faster than she could process in her hazy brain, but 
as she did, pain shot through her elbow as she smacked into something hard, someone hard for that matter. 
And before she could actually process what had happened a familiar voice rang in her ears. It was deep and 


provocative. "Scarlet?" 


In the midst of her hazy vision, Scarlet glanced up and caught the eyes of a familiar head of brown hair. It 
was Tommy Lee. He grinned down at her but she couldn't seem to find her tongue, she was in utter shock. She 
watched as Tommy lifted his head from her gaze and towards the end of the hallway. This couldn't have been 
real. "Hey Sixxll" He called out. "Look who | fucking found dude!" 


Scarlet stopped dead in her tracks, her eyes flickering back up to Tommy's. She watched him, smirking down at 
her again. His right eye closed for a moment and he winked at her in a teasing way, with the click of his 
tongue. Scarlet swallowed again and glanced over her shoulder warily, meeting the devilish smirk that had 
woven its way onto Nikki's dreadful lips. She couldn't get a single thought to register in her mind. She couldn't 
believe it. Nikki's heavy stride reached her in a matter of seconds, and as he stood in front of her, his eyes 


prowling her body, the same devious grin stuck on his lips, Scarlet felt like the wind had been knocked out of 
her. She couldn't breathe. 


"Don't be scared sweetheart, we go way back." He smirked, resting his palms on the and wall pinning Scarlet 


between them. She could smell the Jack on his breath, warm and acidic. 


"Nikki.l. have somewhere to be." Scarlet stuttered, backing so far into the wall that she wished she could sink 
into it completely. 


"You have nowhere to be tonight except with me." He said as his hands latched onto her and jerked her down 


the hall. 
"Nikki!" She said, struggling. "Please don't do this. Let me go!" 


Nikki didn't budge, and as Scarlet's eyes flashed over to Tommy in desperation, he could only shrug with a 


smug grin on his face. From what she could remember, he wasn't that much of an asshole, right? 


Nikki glanced over at Tommy, his eyes flashing playfully. "Come on T-Bone. Lets go and show Scarlet how much 


fun we can have. l'm sure Stradlin wouldn't miss her for a little while." 

"No Nikki. Ugh. Let me go, please!" She begged frantically. 

"You're outnumbered sweetheart. You want a little something to take the edge of fl 
"No | fucking don't! | want you to take your dirty hands off me." 


Nikki and Tommy had dragged her all the way down the hallway, heaving her a little forcefully. Scarlets weight 
was no match for Nikki's and Tommy's. She was merely as light as a feather in their hands. She gasped onto 
Nikki's back and tried to shift out of his hold, squirming in his arms. Nikki grinned down at her, his eyes full of 
lust and absolutely no remorse. It was like Scarlet was looking into the eyes of the devil. And maybe she was. 
Scarlet shivered. She knew that Nikki was going to get his way, no matter how hard he had to try. Scarlet's 
arm was burning from the pressure of Tommy's fingers digging into her skin, and her shoulders were twisted 
in Nikki's grasp. His hold was too strong. 


"Simmer down baby," Tommy whispered into her neck, as he nuzzled her softly. "We're gonna have a good time, 
just like we used to." 


Scarlet tried to flail her arms about, her eyes flickered over to Nikki's and it was about that time that she 
noticed the needle that Nikki had pulled from his boot. "I know just what you need to relax baby,’ 


Scarlet felt panic rush into her veins. She froze completely in Nikki's arms. He motioned to the door in front of 
him with his head. "Open that door Tommy." Nikki grinned, watching as Tommy pushed the door open with his 
free hand. Scarlet thrashed about, only to whimper slightly as Nikki tightened his hold on her even more. 


Scarlet was met with the sounds of erotic moans, erupting from the room. She looked up and saw some 
bleached blonde groupie bent over the table while Vince went at her from behind, his dirty blonde locks 
swaying with every thrust, pants dropped at his ankles. 


Vince turned to look over his shoulder, his brows furrowing angrily. "Hey, can you guys fuck off! I'm in the 
fucking middle of someth-" When his eyes meet Scarlet's, a grin crossed over his lips. Scarlet let out a 


defeated puff of air. 


"Long time no see baby," He purred, as he gave her a sideways smirk and quickly dismissed his groupie. "Just 
like old times." 


Nikki and Tommy pulled her to the lounge, as Scarlet struggled against them. "You guys hold her down." Nikki 
instructed hoarsely. 


Vince and Tommy made their way towards the lounge and did just that. One at her arms, the other at her 
legs. Nikki pulled the cap off of the syringe with his teeth and spat it on the floor. "In a minute you'll be 


completely relaxed" 


Scarlet thrashed as best she could but with Vince and Tommy holding her down, it was no use. She was 
already shaking under their touch. "Are you really that much of a fucked up prick to do this?!" Scarlet spat. 
"You know what they did to me, you stupid fucking assholell" There was so much venom in her voice that it 


surprised Nikki, immensely. 


He grinned down at her and raised his eyebrows. "Now that fucking hurts." He stated sarcastically, looking down 
at her like he was truly hurt. His eyes were strained on Scarlet as he smirked. "Baby, I'm Nikki fucking Sixx if 


you didn't already know. | can do whatever the fuck | please.” 


Scarlet's brows furrowed angrily and before Nikki knew it, his lips and nose were covered in spit. His eyes 
flickered back over to Scarlet's just as she sucked back up the little saliva that had dripped from inside her 
mouth. Nikki grabbed her arm and turned it over, roughly. "Be still, He purred as he slid the needle under her 
skin, his thumb pushing the plunger down, slowly. 


Scarlet's body wavered under his touch. Her vision was waning, and her eyes rolled back, as shivers shot up 
and down her spine and onto her arms. She couldn't move. Her head was spinning, and her mouth gapped open a 
crack. She moaned lightly, and her body went limp, as Tommy and Vince dropped their grasp from her arms 
and legs. "Now we can have some fun" Nikki whispered teasingly at the base of her ear. Her head rolled to the 
side like that of a rag-doll's and she watched, in her lucid state, as Nikki walked over to lock the door. Panic 
threatened to sweep through her body again, but she couldn't move, all feelings and emotions were completely 
numb. She wanted to scream out but her tongue felt like a worn elastic band. Scarlet had been clean for 


almost two years, her body wasn't use to junk anymore. 


"Now, isn't this so much easier without all that fighting?" Nikki smirked as he handed Scarlet over to Tommy. 
He pulled her onto his lap and bent his weight over to kiss her. Her lips weren't even capable of kissing him 


back. 


‘Mmmm, how much you want for her Sixx?" Vince asked, as he licked his lips and glanced over a comatose 


Scarlet splayed across Tommy's lap. 
"Fuck off Vince, she's mine," Nikki growled. "You too T-bone,fuck off" 


Tommy pulled his lips away from Scarlets and frowned. "Come on dude," He whined. "You used to let us play 


too. 
Nikki glared up at both of them, black strands of hair falling in his eyes. 


Vince huffed. "Who needs just one when you can get fucking five." He mumbled. He couldn't have been bothered 
to waste his time if Nikki was just going to keep her for himself. What was the fun in that? 


"Come on Sixxer, she gave the most amazing fucking blow jobs," Tommy continued as he cupped his hands over 
Scarlet's breasts to fondle them. 


Nikki shifted his hand towards his pants and he began to unbuckle his belt. "I'm serious! Fucking fuck off man!" 
Tommy cursed and pushed scarlet aside as he lurched from the room. 


Nikki took the time and lent down over Scarlet as he took her by the waist, his lips at the base of her ear. "So 
fucking tame now. | like you like this baby, all meek and defenceless." He whispered hoarsely as his teeth grazed 
themselves across her jaw. He pulled his hand from her waist and ran it down her stomach to unbutton her 
jeans. He eased the zipper down and shoved his hand in between them. "You didn't have to run, you know 
nobody knows how you like it better than me." He purred, teasingly as he shoved her lacy panties aside and 
pushed three fingers inside of her. Scarlet whimpered, and her eyes rolled back. Nikki groaned impatiently and 
wiggled his pants down off of his hips with his free hand. "Mmmm, you're so tight. Nobody's been in here since 
me, have they? Did | ruin you for anyone else baby?" He finally let his fingers slide out of her, and as he 
retracted his hand from her jeans, he rested his weight on his knees. His calloused fingertips grasped the 
waistband of Scarlet's unfastened jeans and he began sliding them off of her legs. Nikki smirked at the way her 
legs had fallen, the view he was getting put another satisfied smirk on his face. Goddamn she was sexy looking 
helpless. His fingers dug in at the elastic of her panties. "God | fucking missed you," He purred in a low growl as 
he dug the nubs of his fingernails down her hips, dragging her panties along with them. He slid them down her 
thighs, across her calves, and off of her ankles. His dick made itself hard and erect on the spot. Nikki pulled his 
hands up and he spread her thighs as wide as they would go. "God I'm gonna enjoy this.” 


It was just as Nikki was about to inch further forward between her thighs before he was grabbed forcefully 
around his neck and shoulders. He could feel something cold and hard press into his balls. The cock of a guns 


hammer coming from next to his dick put him on alert. 


"You sick fuck" A sharp voice hissed in his ear. 


Nikki smirked. 
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"If you want to keep your fucking dick intact, you'd better take your god-damn fucking hands off of her, right 


fucking now. You sick fucking prick" The voice in Nikki's ear warned sternly and he knew just who it was. 


Nikki slipped his hands off of Scarlet's hips, slowly. He raised his hands and a sick and devious smirk wove it's 
way onto his lips. "Stradlin, its so nice of you to finally fucking join us..but.. did, already have it covered here." 
Nikki stated sarcastically, almost hissing as a sharp sting shot through his balls when Izzy cocked the gun 


again. He could feel the burning sensation of the guns barrel on his dick. "| was just havin’ some fun" 


Izzy growled. "Get the fuck up." He spat through gritted teeth. All he could see was red. His skin was seething 

with anger, blazing like fire. He could have shot Nikki's sick, dirty dick off right then and there for what he had 
done. Izzy's brows were furrowed together and his hand was grasped around the handle of the gun so tightly, 
that his knuckles had turned ghostly white. He held the gun to Nikki's balls as he found his feet to stand. 


Nikki slowly raised himself up, his pants still around his ankles. Smirking like the devil, he turned himself around 
to face Izzy. "How could you do that to a man Stradlin?" 


Izzy growled again. "You're not a man. You're a fucking animal. Does it look like she's having a good fucking 
time?! She doesn't even know where she is! She wouldn't fuck you so you fucking drugged her?!" 


Nikki let another hellish smirk cross onto his lips. "She was just begging for my fucking cock. She's just too 
proud to admit it" He purred as his eyes traveled down to his half-hard crotch. Izzy clenched his jaw together 
and Nikki's eyes flickered back up to his again, the smirk never leaving his face. "And | almost gave it to her, 
until you fucking barged in. You're such a fucking cock block Stradlin, you know that?" 


Izzy glared daggers at him, and if looks could have killed, Nikki would have been a filthy pile of cross-dressing 


rockstar trash on the floor in an instant. 


"| could have fucked her so fucking good, better than you could ever dream.she belongs to me anyway, notice 


the tat?" He smirked with a demented laugh. 


Izzy's fist flashed out and cracked Nikki in the nose. Only one thing clouded his eyes. Rage. Nikki stumbled back, 
almost knocking himself over the lounge and Izzy watched as a stream of blood ran out of Nikki's nose and 


onto his top lip. A drop of blood hit the floor and his eyes flickered back up to his, a smirk dancing across his 


lips, pants still at his ankles. "I know you can't admit it" Nikki grinned and the back of his hand made its way to 
his nose. He swiped his hand under his nose and drew it back to examine the blood, before chuckling deeply. 


"The truth hurts, don't it Stradlin" 


Izzy lunged forward again, but before his fist could make contact with Nikki's skin, he was forcefully pulled 
back by the arm. "Back off Iz," It was Slash. 


Izzy stood his ground, and glared at Nikki from behind his hair. He wrenched his arm out of Slash's grip and 


clenched his jaw again. "I'm going to fucking kill you if you ever lay a finger on her again" 
"Go ahead" Nikki said without a care in the world, as if he doubted Izzy or was challenging him 


Izzy felt a tug on his arm again. "Come on man, just grab Scarlet and get the fuck out of here." Slash 


mumbled. 


Izzy ground his teeth together. "I'm not leaving until this mother fucker hits the fucking floor." He hissed, as 
he attempted to wrangle his right arm with the gun in it free of Slash's grasp. He was going to do it. He was 
going to lay this motherfucker out. 


"Izzy! What the fuck!" Slash screamed. "Drop the fucking gun man!" 


"He wouldn't have the guts to pull the trigger anyway," Nikki spat snidely before pulling up his pants. "He can't 


even fuck this whore who spreads her legs for whoever | tell her to." 


That was is. Izzy's sense of cool had cracked, and before he knew it, he had spun around in Slash's arms and 
broken free. He aimed the gun right between Nikki's eyes. "Laugh now motherfucker." He hissed, coldly before 
cocking the gun. He finger squeezed the trigger, and he was knocked to the ground as Slash football tackled him. 
The gun cracked and the bullet that was fired had lodged itself in the wall, just inches from having hit Nikki 
right in the head. 


Izzy landed on he ground with a thud and he struggled under Slash to reach his gun He had only one objective, 
fucking kill Nikki. 


Nikki's hands went for the gun, but before his fingers could touch it, Slash and Izzy could hear glass 
shattering. Izzy's eyes flickered up just before Nikki collapsed down on top of them. Izzy's eyes flashed over to 
see Scarlet swaying, her hands clasped over the table to keep herself from falling. Somehow she had managed 
to break a lamp over Nikki's head and knock him out cold. 


Izzy stared at her in disbelief, but he was also glad to know that she was still breathing. He scampered to his 
feet and put his hands on Scarlets shoulders, steading her in his grasp. Her eyes flickered up to his and he 


could see how dilated her pupils were. His brows furrowed together. "Scarlet, what did he give you?" 


She collapsed back onto the lounge and pushed her head back as her eyes drooped. "H-Heroin" 


Izzy's eyes shot over to where Nikki lay in a heap on the floor, his face flushing with hatred. "Motherfucker." 
He spat. 


"Izz, lets just get the fuck out of here man" 


Izzy glanced at Scarlet again. Her eyes were closed and her panties were still at the base of her ankles. 
He reached up and held her loose frame against him with one arm as his other jerked the sheet from the 
lounge. He wrapped it around Scarlet and scooped her up into his arms, before turning to Slash. "Get her out of 


here." He demanded. 


Slash shook his head defiantly. "Not high enough to fall for that one Izz. I'm not leaving you alone with Nikki and 
a loaded weapon No way dude, I'll get the door for you." 


Izzy's eyes shot over and he stared at Slash grimly. "I'm not fucking moving. Just take Scarlet, and get her the 


fuck out of here man" 


Slash sensed that Izzy was being completely serious. He knew from past experiences not to get in Izzy's way 
when he was pissed. It would always turn ugly in the end. Slash stepped towards Izzy and took Scarlet from his 


arms. "I'll get her on the bus man" 


Izzy nodded, completely stoic. He felt a shred of comfort coming from the fact that Slash was getting Scarlet 
away from this piece of shit. He was also all too glad to be left alone with him. He was going to make sure 


Nikki remembered this night the next time scarlet appealed to him. 
"Don't hurt him Nikki," Scarlet mumbled to Nikki just before she drooped in Slash's arms. 


Izzy glanced over his shoulder and watched as Slash exited the room with Scarlet. He couldn't help but feel a 
little relieved. Izzy stopped dead in his tracks as the sound of shuffling echoed in his ears. He flashed around on 
his heels and watched as Nikki stood from where he had fallen on ground. A bit of blood had dripped down the 
side of his hairline, so Scarlet must have hit him on the head pretty hard. A menacing smirk danced onto his 
lips and he planted his feet on the ground before folding his arms over his chest. Izzy's eyes were strained on 
him, hard and before he knew it, Nikki's fist shot out and smacked him straight in the nose. The punch had 
enough force, that it sent Izzy tumbling backwards. He landed on the floor with a thud and looked up just as 


Nikki was towering over him, the same sardonic smirk on his lips. 


And just when Izzy thought that it was all over and that an eminent ass kicking was coming, Axl appeared out 


of nowhere with Duff at his side. "What the fuck is going on?" 


Izzy looked up just as Axl's eyes flickered over to his. His brows scrunched together as he caught sight of the 
blood dripping from Izzy's nose. Izzy scrambled to his feet. 


"You motherfucker!" Axl spat before storming over to where Nikki was standing. "Who the fuck gives you the 


right to punch my fucking guitarist?" 


Nikki smirked, towering over Axl. "He was..interrupting something," 


Nikki gleamed, seething at Izzy. 


Izzy went for Nikki again but before his fingers could grasp him, Axl latched onto him. Duff who was keeping 
Nikki at bay couldn't help but ask about the situation "This is about some bullshit interruption?" 


Izzy scoffed. "It wasn't some bullshit interruption, this fucker drugged Scarlet, undressed her from the waist 
down, and had his pants around his fucking ankles when | came in. What the FUCK do you think he was gonna 
dol?" 


Axl glared at Nikki again, his hands still grasping onto Izzy's shirt. "You're a sick fuck." 
Nikki could only smirk. "Not like | haven't had it a thousand times." 


Izzy struggled to get away from Axl again. The fabric of his shirt could be heard tearing as Axl desperately 
tried to hang on. "No Izzy! Stop it! He wants you tol” 


"Yeah, it'd be fun," Nikki smirked, as he cracked his knuckles. 


Izzy looked to Axl apologetically. "Axe, I'm sorry." He said before his fist took a swing at Axl. They'd thrown a 
fist at each other plenty of times before in their long friendship, but they never really wanted to hurt one 
another. But Izzy hit Axl with everything he had. He stood silently and watched as Axl immediately hit the 


floor. 

Izzy glared over his shoulder to Nikki and he shook off the pain in his fist. 

"Finally fucking grown a pair, huh Stradlin?" 

Izzy shot daggers at Nikki. He clenched his jaw and tried his utmost best to throw a punch at him. Izzy wasn't 
usually the one to fight, he was more of a peacekeeper, but in this moment, a few fists had to be 


throw..directly at Nikki 


Duff's grasp was still tight on Nikki's arm, he was lanky and skinny, but pretty fucking strong. "Izzy just lay 


the fuck off man.come on you're wastin’ your fucking time." 
Izzy didn't move, he had his hard stare plastered on Nikki, waiting for the right move to make. 
Nikki's eyes didn't leave Izzy's, until a hellish smirk that glinted teeth flashed onto his lips. In one swift move, 


Nikki had twisted himself right out of Duff's grasp. He yanked his arm free and pushed his weight forward, 
heading straight for Izzy. 


Izzy was waiting. He swung at Nikki's jaw just as he had to knock Axl out. And even when his fist got some 
contact, he didn't fall down. Nikki didn't stop coming. In fact the demonic smirk on his lips only grew. 


"You hit like a bitch. Scarlet has more punch than you, you junkie fuck." Nikki hissed as he swung again. Izzy did 
his best to dodge the blow and reached for his gun. He cocked it and aimed it as he came up on his knees with 


Nikki's forehead in his sights. 


"Don't be so quick to fucking judge, Nikki." Izzy said, his tone firm. His finger found it's way to the trigger and 


he cocked the gun. "Your ass is mine fucker." 


Nikki picked at his fingernails sarcastically, "I quake with fear and anticipation. You can't fight without that thing. 


You're a pussy" 

"| already fired at you once you fucking psychopath," Izzy hissed. "You're lucky Slash showed up when he did" 
"What's to fucking stop you now?" Nikki chuckled 

"Izz," Duff voice came calmly 


Izzy held the gun on Nikki for a long while, and furrowed his eyebrows in thought before eventually un cocking 
it. "If | shoot you that makes me just as fucked up as you." 


Nikki's brows furrowed together with sarcasm. "Now that just fucking hurts, Stradlin" He said, seeming 


defeated. 


Izzy scoffed and rose to his feet. He shoved his gun into the waistband of his leather pants and turned his 
back away from Nikki. "Well, that's just fucking disappointing. | was lookin’ forward to breaking your nose." 


Izzy glanced at Nikki over his shoulder. "If she wanted you she wouldn't have left you. | know what you fucking 
did to her. | saw the way she cringed when we bumped into you at that fucking club. She despises you for 
what you did. And because of you she's all fucked up in the head. She fucking scared to get close to me 
because of you. She thinks I'm too much like you. That's why I'm not gonna fucking shoot you. | want a real 
fucking chance with Scarlet because | think she's amazing. Your sorry fucking ass is not fucking up my 
chances. Call me a fucking pussy. Tell people you kicked my fucking ass. | don't give a fuck. But if you come 


near her again..l'll make sure there are no fucking band mates around to stop me." 


Nikki stopped dead in his tracks. His face seemed somewhat serious, but Izzy could see a hint of a smirk on his 
lips. He couldn't have cared less anymore. Izzy pushed the hair from his face and turned to walk out of the 


door, Duff at his heels. 


Izzy teetered his weight up the stairs of the bus, hands in his pockets, cigarette between his lips. He reached 
the top of the stairs and looked up. His eyes met Slash's from behind his hair. "She okay?" He asked as his 


fingers reached up for the cigarette. 

Slash nodded. "She's asleep dude." 

Izzy's eyes found the floor of the bus, the cigarette dangling from his fingertips. He glanced up again and 
pushed his hands further into the pockets of his jacket. "Thanks man" He mumbled. His eyes glanced up and 
caught sight of Scarlets panties still dangling around one ankle. He fought the urge not to go back and fucking 
kill Nikki. It was becoming harder and harder to resist. 

"Is Sixx still alive?" Slash asked, more so Duff than Izzy. 

"Unfortunately," Izzy muttered softly, his eyes still on her panties. 


"Dude, for a minute | thought he was gonna do it," Duff admitted. 


Axl rubbed his jaw and glared at Izzy. "The dumb fuck is too strung out on this chick" He hissed from behind 
them. 


Izzy's eyes flickered to Axl's. "Just shut the fuck up. Don't make me knock you on your ass twice tonight” 
"Some fucking body had to try to stop your dumb ass. You can't just go around shooting the ex boyfriends of 
girls you wanna fuck!" Axl shot, still nursing his jaw. "Fuck Izzy, you would have done it if we didn't show up. | 
fucking know youl You've already taken up ‘extreme sports’ for this chick, you willing to be some murderer for 
her too?" 

"He was going to fucking rape her Axl," Izzy mumbled calmly, despite being yelled at. 

Axl shook his head and put a hand up to his temple. "This fucking chick is going to be the death of you Izzy." 
Izzy pushed his way past Axl, completely ignoring his comments and made his way towards Scarlet. He plonked 
down beside her head and pushed his gaze onto her face. He could see the crusted blood on her arm, and 
fought the urge to lodge a bullet into Nikki's skull again. Scarlet shifted beside him, causing Izzy to cast his 
gaze back onto her. She groaned lightly and put a hand into her hair. "lm fucking.sorry." She mumbled and Izzy 
couldn't understand why she was the one apologising. 

"Scarlet-" 


She sighed, her eyes still closed. "For being such a selfish bitch and leading you on 


Izzy lightly shook his head. "No. | get it. I'm the fucking one who should be saying sorry. I'm the one who put 
you through this shit in the first fucking place. I'm not even good enough for the old you honey.” 


Izzy felt Scarlet's fingers lingering on the side of his thigh. "I'm the one who's not good enough for you." 


Izzy's eyes darted down towards Scarlet's and the urge to kiss her washed over him. He hadn't touched her 
lips for so long, it was killing him. "We gotta get you cleaned up and in some clothes." He couched, his mind 
drifting back off to wanting to kill Nikki again. He still hadn't completely ruled it out. Izzy pulled Scarlet to stand 


and her eyes meet his cautious glare. 

"Thanks Izzy. If you wouldn't have.Nikki was going to." 

"| know" He whispered, nodding his head. "He won't do it again as long as I'm around! 

Scarlet smiled faintly, and her eyes fell to the floor of the bus as Izzy helped her towards the bunks. Izzy's 


hand stayed on the small of her back as she stepped through the door. She tilted her head to look at him over 
her shoulder as he shut the door behind them both. 
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Izzy pushed the hair out of his face and swallowed. Scarlet's eyes were pinned on him, waiting for something. 
The bunks were completely coaxed in darkness and Scarlet's lips almost glowed from the light peaking through 
the curtain on the window. His eyes flickered towards her lips, and he licked his own. He wanted to taste them 
again He hadn't for quite sometime. He tilted his head towards Scarlets, watching as she kept her eyes on him. 
She moaned lightly as he pushed her up against one of the bunks gently, fingers tangling themselves in her 
hair. His lips inched towards her, and her hands made their way up his back and into his own hair. Izzy held 
back a groan and brushed his lips against hers softly, hating the control of his kiss. He wanted to devour her 
completely, roam every inch of her body, he was dying to kiss the moans from her lips, hear her groan his 


name. 


Scarlet sighed quietly, she was kissing him with all she could, which wasn't much considering what had just 
happened. It was all she was capable of. Izzy's passion alone was enough for the both of them. He wanted to 
lose himself in her. He wanted her to feel something for him besides the fear of being just like Nikki. 


Izzy finally pulled away, slowly and he looked at Scarlet long and hard. His mind was working harder than he 
could remember it doing in years. He wanted this girl so much, he was willing to do anything just be with her. 
It had gone beyond the sex for him. Izzy loved her. And at that moment, as he stood there, put of nowhere, it 
was like a lightning bolt hit him. He knew just what he needed to do. 


"Get some rest darlin,’ he whispered as he pushed himself away. 


He shuffled back to the front of the bus. He knew Axl was up there, probably waiting to bitch at him for 
something about earlier. He had after all knocked the guy out. Axl didn't take too kindly to that kind of shit. 
Izzy imagined that an all out brawl would start between them. But to Izzy's utter surprise Axl motioned for 


him to come and sit. 
Izzy cleared his throat in hesitation, but inevitably shuffled his way over and sat next to him. 


I'd forgotten what a hot head you could be at times," Axl's deep voice drawled as he took small drags from 
the cigarette between his fingertips. "You've been smacked out so long | thought you had fucking rhinosaurus 
hide. It was nice to see you have some balls again. Though, | must admit you scared the shit out of me. | 
honestly didn't know if you were gonna shoot him or not. And hitting me was a bit uncalled for. l'm on your 


team asshole." 


Izzy couldn't help but chuckle. "I know, I'm sorry." He said, put of instinct. 
Axl glared at him. "Oh bullshit Isbell, admit it, part of you enjoyed knocking me on my fucking ass." 
Izzy glanced over at him and stifled a laugh. "Okay, maybe just a little." 


It got quiet between them again and Izzy sat, patiently waiting for a rant. But to his surprise, it wasn't coming. 
Then he began thinking of Scarlet and what he had to do to be with her. "Axe," He said seriously, as he turned 
to look at him. "I need your help." 


Axl's eyes glanced over at him, wearily. He had no idea what he was in store for. 


Izzy swallowed. He knew that Axl would help him no matter what the situation, but deep down in his gut, he 
couldn't help but feel a tinge of dread. What if Axl wouldn't help him with what he was about to ask? Then 
he'd be up the river without a goddamn paddle. Izzy cleared his throat. "I've come to terms with myself after 
all of this Nikki bullshit" He uttered in that calm detached tone of his, as his eyes glanced down to the floor of 
the bus. "The only way I'm going to get Scarlet is if I'm fucking clean It probably sounds completely fucking off 
the rails, but | can't fucking stand it anymore." 


Axl stared at him for a moment and huffed before a small smile danced across his lips. "You're fucking joking." 
He scoffed, and when Izzy gave him a hard stare, longer than needed, Axl knew he wasn't bullshitting. "Are you 
fucking serious |zz? You've already tried that, and look what fucking happened. You turned into a drunken 


slurring fucking asshole." 


Izzy's eyes flickered away. "That's why l'm asking for your help." He stared long and hard at the back of the 
seat in front of him, and wished that Axl would say something. Anything. 


"H-how can | help you? Be your fucking babysitter? What? Every time you get the urge just beat it out of 
you? | mean, fuck Izz, | don't know what to do. We're on the road man, you can't go into withdrawal on the 


road." 


Izzy sighed and put a hand up to run through his hair. "Axe, you've known me forever man, you know | 


wouldn't fucking do this for some chick | just met." 
Axl scoffed. "So why are you doing it for Scarlet?" 


Izzy rolled his eyes away from Axl. "Because she's something else man. You wouldn't understand. When I'm with 
her.| feel shit I've never felt. I'm completely in love man.and | know | can't love her or have her love me back 
like this. | gotta get straight. She means more to me than smack. She makes me want to be a better me for 


her. 


Axl chuckled and looked at him with wide eyes. "Fuck Izz, you got it bad." 


"That's why | need your help Axe. It's killing me." 


Axl sighed and ran a hand over his face. "Izzy, this is going to be fucking hard. You know that right? You've 
tried to got cold turkey before and it didn't work. What makes you think you can do it now?" 


Izzy looked up at him. "Scarlet 

| honestly think that it would be best if you taper off. That way you won't go into full on withdrawal. I'm sure 
you can pull it together and get through this. You're the only one who ever makes up his mind and does what 
he says he gonna do. Fuck man, we're all sorta here because of you. If you say you want Scarlet bad enough 
that you are willing to give up smack.All the power in the world to you. | was beginning to think that this day 
would never come." Axl chuckled slightly. "OF course I'll help you zz. But first off, how much do you do a day?" 
Izzy shrugged meekly, "A gram, maybe two a day." 


"Fuck Izzy," Axl sighed, before shaking his head. "Second, you gotta give me your shit. | control it. You got 
that?" 


Izzy idly bit at his nails and found himself nodding along to what Axl had said. 
Its still gonna take a few weeks," Axl added. 

Izzy looked up, and stared hard. "I can fucking do it Axe. I've got too." 

"| know man." Axl trailed off and silence fogged the air between them. 


Izzy chewed on the inside of his bottom lip and finally glanced up at Axl again. "Thanks man." He muttered, 
truthfully. "I cant thank you enough for this." 


"You have no clue how long I've waited for you to get your shit together man" 
Izzy shrugged. ‘I guess | just never had a reason to quit before now." 

"Well, why don't you go get some rest. You're gonna need it. You won't be feeling so good for a while. 

Izzy nodded, slowly. "Thanks Axl.. Really’ 

Izzy stood from his seat and shuffled back down the aisle and to his bunk across from Scarlet. He settled in 


facing her and in no time, with his eyes closed, he drifted off to sleep. Tomorrow things were going to change. 


He was going to change. 


It was soft whimpers from the front of the bus that woke Izzy in the night. Everybody else was fast asleep 


but Scarlets bunk was empty. He sat up and listen until he heard the sound again. He didn't hesitate to quietly 
get up and go to the front of the bus where the noise came from. He could barely make out Scarlets figure 


sitting alone in the dark with her hands covering her face, sobbing softly behind them. 


He ran a hand over his face and stepped towards her. Her head shot up immediately and she swallowed hard. 
"Shouldn't you be asleep?" 


Izzy gave her a sideways smirk “Can't sleep." He admitted, watching as Scarlet cast her glance out of the 
window. Izzy's face softened and he pushed his hands into his pockets. "Scarlet.are you okay darlin?" 


More sobs erupted as Scarlet's body shook with each of them. Izzy hesitantly sat next to her and slowly 
found himself pulling her into his chest. He didn't know what to do. It was like being a kid all over again with Axl. 
Axl never needed Izzy to comfort him with words, just knowing he was there for him was always enough. But 


for Scarlet he felt the need to do more. 
"Can you talk to me about it?" He asked softly as his nose buried into her hair. 
"l'm just all fucked up." She muttered. 


"And l'm not?" Izzy huffed. "There's nothing you can say that is going to change the way | feel towards you. | 
know what holding things inside you can do. Its not good. Just.talk to me." 


Scarlet looked down. "You wouldn't think that | could be so fucked up by just casting one glance towards me, 
huh." She swallowed again and let her hands rest on Izzy's thigh. "I'm the worst type of chick you could meet. 
Why the fuck are you still here?" She muttered. 


Izzy cast a hard glance her way and furrowed his brows together. "Why am | still fucking here? Scarlet, you're 
a fucking fireball, all you do is fucking draw me in. You have been ever since that night at the club. Fuck, 
you're killing me here darlin’. | can't get enough of you." He pushed the hair out of his eyes and ran his hand 
over her shoulder softly. "Scarlet, l'm still here because | fucking care about you. | wanna be the best possible 


me for you and if that means getting fucking clean.fuck I'll do it in a heartbeat" 


Scarlet was struck with confusion. Did she hear him right? Did he say sober? " W-what?" She asked him in a 


whisper. 
"Scarlet... If | can get sober..would you consider..." 


"Izzy," Scarlet cut him off with a sigh and shook her head "Didn't you hear anything | just said? Izzy l'm poison. 


I'm toxic. Not a good person. | always end up letting people down" 


"You didn't let me down when | asked you to go on this tour. And.| know from Axl that when someone talks the 
way you are now, somebody else told you that. And I'm guessing it was so much that you yourself started 
believing it. Axl learned to turn it into anger to motivate him.but | think you know Axl is fucking hardwired 


backwards from most of us." He chuckled slightly and looked down at Scarlet again. "If | can take him for as 
many years as | have | think | can handle you." Izzy slipped his hand into his pocket and pulled a cigarette from 
inside of it. His fingers skilfully weaved their way up to his lips as he placed the cigarette between them and 
swore that when Scarlet looked up at him, he could see the hint of a smile on her lips in the dark. "I'm not 
asking you to change and act like nothing has happened, I'm not asking you to fucking marry me, l'm just asking 


you to give me a shot-" 


Scarlet riddled her brain in thoughts and sighed. "It's just.too complicated. You have no idea what's going on in 
my head" 


Izzy draped his arm across the back of the chair, cigarette dangling from his lips. He strained his eyes on her. 


"Let me in then" 


He heard Scarlet sigh quietly. "You wanna know why Nikki and | clicked so well?" She scoffed. "We had similar 
childhoods. And | know I'm just as fucked up as he is." Scarlet concluded, as she cleared her throat. "My dad 
left when | was little. No goodbye, no nothing he just left me and my mum alone in the dark. My mum had no 
source of income, we lived in a fucking shit hole of an apartment. My grandma and grandpa didn't want 
anything to do with my mum, and my mum didn't want anything to do with them, so when they asked to take 
care of me.she fucking refused and told them that she could take care of me on her own. She left me for 
whatever guy she bought back at night. I'd stay at home all the time because my mum was out partying with 
some new guy, | had to basically fend for myself. | barely went to school because of it. She abandoned me, | 
felt like | was some kind of fucking burden to her. She'd come home loaded and high all the time, so I'd had 
experience with drugs way before I'd met Nikki. My mum had problems with depression, so after whatever guy 
she bought home ditched her, she'd go and binge on all of her drugs and booze and basically ignore any cry | 
had for help." Scarlet's eyes fell to the floor. "And then out of the blue this guy came along and asked my 
mum to marry him. | saw how happy she finally was, mum stopped drinking and drugging and | thought that 
maybe | could finally get the family | was looking for. | tried to stay out of her way in case | ruined it for her. 
But she had no fucking idea that this guy was going off with some different women every night, and w-when 
she found out, she lost it. She went off the rails completely." Scarlets eyes swirled with regret and anger. 
"This guy didn't love her, he only wanted her for one thing, money. And when he found out she didn't have any, 
he decided that he was going to own her instead. My mum hurt so much inside that she ended her own life 
one night while | was asleep. Next morning | woke up, and | was motherless. She had left me with this guy, 
alone. He turned bitter and use to bag me out, he told me that! was the reason my mum ended her own life, 
that | was nothing but a burden" Her lips trembled and her eyes fell to the floor of the bus again "It cut deep 
Izzy, and the wound it left is still fucking healing” She muttered. "After a few years of hell, | decided to get 
the fuck out of dodge and move to LA. And that's how | met Nikki.” 


Izzy looked down at Scarlet. There was way more to this girl than meets the eye. Izzy couldn't help but think 
that if she was someone else, he would have given up the second she rejected him. Scarlet was so much more, 
she was interesting, she had more balls than some of the guys he knew and she could take care of herself. 
Those three simple things were what had been drawing him in from the start. Izzy's head swirled in thoughts 


before he heard Scarlet's soft voice again. 


"Every guy I've ever had a relationship with has left me for something better. Nikki left me for his drugs, 
you've stayed." Scarlet took a deep breath and sighed. "Izzy. cant maintain a relationship with someone 
anymore for the fear of them leaving me for something better.! know it sounds stupid.but that's just the 


way | feel..and | can never change that.." 


Izzy put the cigarette to his lips and took a deep drag. He lent his weight back into the chair and riddled his 
brain in thoughts. He wasn't going to let Scarlet just disappear. He would never even dream of leaving her, what 
could be better? Smack? No. He wasn't going to pull another Nikki, Scarlet had already had too much Nikki in 
her life. He wasn't going to let her slip away from him no matter what. Izzy turned to her and reached over 
to dab out his cigarette in the ash tray. He pushed himself back and blew the smoke out of his mouth. "I can 
wait" He uttered honestly. 


Scarlet turned to look at him from over her shoulder and Izzy swore that he saw the glint of a tear roll down 
her cheek in the dark. Scarlet swallowed but she couldn't form words with her mouth, they had stopped short 
of her tongue. Stupid fucking bitch. Why did she have to keep leading him on? Why did she have to torture 
him? Why did she have to be so fucked up? Why? Why? Why? There were so many whys, so many questions 
that were unanswered. So many chances that Scarlet could have had with Izzy, but she just threw them away, 
and for what? Because her past had made her too fucked up in the head to go through with any of the things 
Izzy had said. She wanted him more than she had ever wanted something in her life. Izzy put off the vibe that 
she should be running from him, but the truth was that he should have been running from her. 


"| zzy." 


"There's nothing you can say sugar. You can do your best to push me away, that seems to be a thing with 
you, but l'm not giving up so easily. I'm gonna show you that I'm not going anywhere. lim not your mom. I'm not 
Nikki or any of the other jerks that thought you were just a good time to be had. | want something real and | 
want it with you. | want to be sober just so | can feel you even more. So run as fast as you can honey cuz | 


promise | can outrun you.” 
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The next morning Izzy awoke as he had every morning for years. His guts were balling up inside. His body 
ached. He knew that as soon as he opened his eyes, the light would stab at his eyeballs and pound in his brain. 
Laying there wasn't an option With every single second that passed Izzy knew the symptoms would only 
become more severe. He had to fix. It was the only thing that would help. But this was the first time he had 
ever truly not wanted to. He was trying to stop himself, but then he felt the shaking in his hands. The nausea 
was seeping through the cracks. He had given up all of his shit to Axl. He was second guessing that decision. 
Axl would give him a dose, but it was not going to be enough and even though Axl had considerable drug 
knowledge, he knew how much Izzy used and what he had started out using. Izzy could already hear the 
complaints he would have about the dosage. He tried to force the thoughts from his head and focused on the 
task at hand. There was something at stake here. Scarlet. Izzy cracked open one eyelid so that the days 
insanity could begin. His head instantly began to throb and he silently thrashed about in his bunk. He had to get 
a fix. Was Axl up? His weary eyes made their toll on Axl's bunk, expecting to see his red hair, but he wasn't 
there. Good. He was up. He would have been a bitch about Izzy waking him up for a fix. Izzy's eyes fell on 
Scarlet sleeping peacefully. Just seeing her was a strengthen to his resolve, to motivate him even more. He 


had to have her in his veins and not smack anymore. 


Izzy forced his aching body up and with his drug dealers stealth, he got out of his bunk without groaning. His 
whole body felt like it was made of glass and would shatter if he brushed against anything. He made his way to 
the front of the bus, knowing that was the only place Axl could be. His red hair came into view, and Izzy could 
see the smoke from a cigarette rising above his head. In front of Axl sat a needle, black spoon, and Izzy's 


smack. Izzy sighed a breath of relief, and like a moth to a light, he started for it. 

Axl's eyes caught Izzy's. He scoffed and picked up the needle in his hand, before extending it out to Izzy. It was 
already loaded and ready to go. Izzy's eyes fluttered down as his shaking hand moved to retrieve it. Axl 
couldn't help but notice how Izzy shook 

"Can you even do this by yourself?" He asked coldly, sounding rather concerned, 


Izzy shrugged. "Might miss a couple of times, but eventually.. " 


Axl jerked the needle away from Izzy's hand and sighed. "Sit the fuck down. " He wasn't going to let Izzy get his 
fucking blood all over the table. 


Izzy's brows furrowed. "What are you? My fucking mother?" 


"Just give me your fucking arm." Axl growled. 


Izzy plonked himself down and pushed his arm out to Axl. He felt a little out of place, even though he and Axl 
had been friends for years, it was odd to have him shoot a needle in Izzy's vein. Axl's hand hovered over 
Izzy's arm, he held the needle between his fingertips as his thumb rested on the plunger. Izzy watched in 
anticipation, the hunger growing with Axl's every move. His hand lingered around his veins and Izzy's breath 
picked up slightly as Axl slid the needle under his skin. Izzy's eyes rolled back as soon and he saw his own blood 
cloud the syringe. "Jesus fucking christ, close your fucking mouth Izzy." Axl growled but Izzy didn't move a 
muscle, he sat back in bliss and took in the feeling and even though it felt good, the dose still wasn't enough to 
give him the rush he was looking for. Izzy hadn't even noticed the door to the bunks open, he hadn't even seen 
Scarlet slip out, that was until Axl's eyes flickered up from Izzy's arm. His eyes locked on Scarlet and he 
grinned slightly. 


"Sleeping beauty's awake." 


Izzy's woozy eyes flickered over his shoulder before they stopped on Scarlet. She stood silently in the middle 
of the bus, her eyes trained on Izzy's. "Scarlet." He muttered softly. 


Scarlet kept her eyes fixated on Izzy and watched as his whole body relaxed. He almost slunk down in his chair, 
but Scarlet could see that he was trying to contain himself. "|.ah...” 


"Scarlet" Axl sighed, startling Scarlet from her daze. He pushed himself up to sit straight and pulled the 
cigarette from his mouth to rest between his index and middle finger. "Come sit down" 


Izzy felt impending doom coming. Axl was sitting her down for a talk Oh shit. Axl pulled the needle from Izzy's 
arm and laid it down. He tossed a magazine across the paraphernalia, safely blocking it from anyone's view, 
watching as Scarlet slowly lurked forward. Axl slid over, so he gave her enough room to sit and stared at her 


for moment before drawing in a breath. 


"Scarlet. don't know what the hell you've done to Izzy, but I've been preaching, threatening, and begging him to 
get clean. He never fucking listens to me. But here you come and all of the sudden he wants to get clean so he 


can be with you. He can't just go cold turkey on the road so he gave me his dope and shit to taper him off" 


Scarlet snuck a glance at Izzy and as he turned to look at her, she trailed her eyes to the floor. She shook her 
head softly in protest. "Look. don't want you to mess up your own sho-" 


"Scarlet.Listen to me." Axl said deeply. "Izzy wouldn't do this just for ‘some’ chick. Take it from me. I've known 


him for longer than | can remember." 


Scarlet turned to look at Izzy again, but found that his eyes were plastered towards the window. She glanced 
back over to Axl and sighed. "I know that." 


‘lm not known for being subtile, so I'm just gonna say this..you had better be worth my best friend doing this 
shit at the he worst possible time. So help me God if you turn out to be.But if you have any shred of feeling 
for him.Fuck!" Axl snapped, feeling unsure of what to say. "On the other hand.thank you Scarlet 


Scarlet furrowed her brows and focused on him with confused look on her face. "For what?" 
Axl sighed. "For being what it took to get through to him." 


Scarlet glanced over at Izzy and found that his eyes were burning into her own and for some reason, she felt 
like a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She didn't know if it was because of what Axl had said, or if 
it was because everything Izzy had been telling her was true. She couldn't fathom that she was the reason he 
was doing this. She was the reason he wanted to change, to be a better person, for her. It was as though 
everything they had been through from the start, had been worth it. No guy Scarlet had know in her life had 
ever put forth as much commitment as Izzy had. Scarlet cleared her throat. She knew that Izzy was going to 
go through withdrawals, but it wasn't like she had never witnessed them before. She felt somewhat prepared 
for what was about to come. Even if it meant hell. Scarlet glanced back up to Axl and lent her elbows on the 


table. "Is there a show tonight?" 

Axl nodded, his eyes focusing on dabbing out his cigarette in the ashtray. "We've got a gig in Oakland" He 
uttered before his eyes flickered up to hers. "Don't worry, I'll make sure Izzy doesn't drink himself into an 
asshole again" 


"And we all know how that fucking turns out" 


Both Scarlet and Axl turned their heads at the sound of a new voice. Blonde hair came into view, vodka in hand. 


It was Duff. 
Izzy glanced up from the table. "Duff," He muttered, seeming somewhat surprised to see him there. 


"| couldn't help but overhear you guys." He said as he pulled the bottle of vodka to his lips, his eyes flickering 
to Izzy. "You're seriously going to do it this time?" 


Izzy sighed and found himself nodding along, 
"For Scarlet?" Duff concluded 

"Yes and no," Izzy shrugged shyly. "I need to. Scarlet makes me want to" He admitted in all honestly. 

Duff turned to Axl and raised his brows. "So000, are they like a thing?" 

Axl reclined back in his chair and scanned his eyes over Scarlet and Izzy. "Not as of yet it would appear. But 


Izz is trying real hard. Scarlets a wise woman to string it out. We know how aloof Izzy can be at times. Though 


| must admit, he's never leapt from balconies for anyone before." 


Duff scoffed with a shake of his head. "Jumping from balconies..what am | fucking missing??" 
‘It was a leap of faith," Izzy spoke softly and his hand brushed across Scarlets slowly. 


Her eyes lit up and a smile wove its way onto her face. She glanced up and locked her eyes with his. Izzy 
swallowed hard, holding back the urge to kiss her, but it was her move to make. 


"Okay." Duff chuckled lightheartedly. "Who is this and where the fuck is Izzy?" 
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That night after the show there was the usual backstage meet and greet and after party. Izzy usually hated 
them, but having Scarlet there made it bearable. It was the first time in a long time that he had felt hopeful. 


Like maybe now he stood a chance. Maybe there was a chance now that he could make her his. 


lzzy smirked drunkenly at Scarlet, watching as the corners of her lips turned up in return of the smile he was 
giving her. Her eyes were soft and lustful, in a way that made Izzy's skin tingle with pleasure. He couldn't wait 
to get back to the bus. Izzy just couldn't help himself anymore. He found himself turning back to the bottle of 
Jack on the table in front of him, catching a small glance at the groupie that passed to his left. He was a man 
after all. Slash's rowdy laugh rang through his ears and Izzy moved his arm to drape over the back of the 
lounge. Slash took a drag from the cigarette between his lips and passed it to Izzy. He took it in his fingertips 
and put it to his own lips, eyes wandering back over to where Scarlet was seated next to Duff. Izzy watched 
as Scarlet smiled widely. "Never Mind The Bullocks. One of the greatest fucking punk albums ever written 


"Fuck, | totally agree with that man There's been no other punk band like the Sex Pistols since, and it fucking 


sucks." 


Izzy brushed the hair from his face and looked at her from behind his sunglasses again. Her eyes lit up and 
she lent back on the wall as she pulled the bottle of Heineken in her hands to her lips. The shirt she was 

wearing, revealed her soft shoulders and collarbones. His eyes trailed down to the decent amount of cleavage 
exposed from her cut off shirt. He held back a groan and swallowed hard. Her hair was draped messily over 


her shoulder in soft wavy curls. 


He couldn't resist going over to her. He couldn't fight it any longer and found himself making his way to his 


feet. He bent over and whispered in her ear. "Wanna get out of here darlin?" 
A playful smile crossed her lips. "Are you trying to get me alone Mr. Izzy Stradlin?" 
Izzy nodded, his face full of seriousness. "Goddamn fuckin’ right honey." 


"Sure" Scarlet smirked as she rose to her feet. Izzy pulled her towards himself and threw an arm around her 


waist as they started to make their way to leave. 


"Leaving so soon?" 


Izzy turned to look over his shoulder, and found that Axl's piercing eyes were burning a hole into him. He 


smirked and let a knowing look cross his features. 
"Yep," Izzy nodded in affirmation. 
Axl smirked again, his eyes darting over the both of them, knowingly. "So should | keep the guys here a while?" 


Izzy huffed. "Makes no difference to me man, just keep them out of the back lounge." 


Once they got back to the bus Izzy led Scarlet by the hand straight to the back of the bus. Izzy locked the 
door behind them and turned to her. He prayed she didn't run from him tonight. He wasn't sure if his nuts 
could take another case of blue balls. His dose of heroin wasn't enough for sure. But being with Scarlet seemed 


to lessen the withdrawal symptoms a bit. 


Izzy approached her slowly, his body seeping with anticipation He rested his palms flat on the wall on either 
side and formed a cage around her. His eyes traced her beautiful features one by one, depositing them into an 


eternal memory bank. 


Izzy kept his eyes focused on Scarlet. He watched as she stared back at him, her eyes full of desire. Izzy 
swept his tongue across his bottom lip and groaned to himself. He slipped his denim jacket off of his shoulders 
and pulled the scarf from his neck as his fingers tossed them onto the floor. He was left standing in his 
leather pants, feeling like they were about to burst because of the pressure. Scarlet stood quietly, her eyes 
never leaving his, as she pushed her lips towards him. Izzy didn’t move and when her lips stopped just inches 
from him, he grabbed her by the waist and pushed the shoulder of her shirt down until it was mid way down 
her arm. He breathed in her ear, sending shivers down her spine. Scarlet pushed her hands into Izzy's hair and 
grasped onto it slightly as his lips crashed onto hers. She moaned into his mouth almost immediately, her 
breath becoming sharp. Izzy kissed her with every ounce of desire he could muster within himself. His hands 
grasped onto the bottom of her shirt and within seconds, it was discarded onto the floor with his jacket and 
scarf. His skin was hot and sticky on her own, causing goosebumps to make their toll on every possible inch of 
her body. The beads of his necklaces were pressed against Scarlet's chest harshly, but she didn't care. Her 
mind was too focused on Izzy's lips. She moaned again as his hands trailed over the sides of her waist, down 
her bare back and over her ass. She felt her own desire growing in the pit of her stomach and when his 


tongue slipped between her lips, her knees almost gave way. 


Izzy pushed his weight towards the lounge and pulled Scarlet along with him, his lips never leaving hers. His 
fingers glided down her back before finally stopping on the waistband of her ripped jeans. Izzy made it to the 
side of the lounge and pushed her down onto it. Scarlet pulled one of her legs up as his body slid between her 
thighs. She ran her fingers through his hair and a moan escaped from between her lips as his hot tongue 
found the sweet spot on her neck. Scarlet arched her back and Izzy's fingers found the clasp of her bra He 
flicked it so that it was undone and pulled her bra over and off of her shoulders as his gaze intensified when 


he met her lustful stare. She could feel every inch of him pressing into her jeans. His lips trailed down to her 
chest and she pushed herself up into him. He growled lowly and raised himself up as his hands found the 
waistband of her jeans again. He inched them down her thighs slowly, her panties still at her hips, before 
pulling them off of her legs. Izzy's eyes traced a searing line down the length of her body and he dropped back 
down to kiss her again. Scarlets lips trembled under his and the bulge in his pants pressed urgently against 
her bare thigh. His lips moved along her jaw and down to her breasts, where he playfully took one into his 
mouth, sending jolts of pleasure into her stomach. Scarlet grew with immense anticipation as Izzy's lips moved 
slowly down the length of her body. Her breath becoming more and more laboured with every passing second. 
Something animalistic awoke her to her senses when she felt his lips press lightly over her panties. She 
quivered under his touch and swallowed as her hands latched themselves into Izzy's hair. He kissed her there 
again and pushed his lips a little harder. Scarlet could feel heat pooling between her thighs. Izzy's fingers found 
the top of her panties, and as he caught her gaze, he pulled them down her hips slowly. Scarlet put her hand 
up and grasped onto her hair as she writhed under his touch. She pushed her head back and felt one of Izzy's 
hands grab onto the back of her thigh as he pulled it over his head to rest on his back. She shuddered again 
and squirmed almost instantly as his hot tongue flicked against her thighs. He left small kisses on the insides of 
her legs and caught her gaze one last time before his tongue plunged between her thighs. Scarlet moaned out 
desperately and curled her toes as she moved her leg further up Izzy's back. She could feel his lips curl up as 
he smirked from between her thighs. She latched her hands into his hair and pushed herself into him, feeling 
his hot tongue flick against her. A small whimper slipped from between her lips. "Mmmhhh.|zzy.thats so 
fucking..ch." 


Izzy ran his hands along the outside of her thighs and kissed her softly. Scarlet's eyes trailed down to where 
he lay. Izzy smirked up at her and flicked his tongue over the sensitive spot between her legs again. Moisture 
pooled between them, she had never been touched so fucking good before. Scarlet writhed in agony as Izzy 
slowed his tongue. He was teasing her. He flicked his tongue slowly and Scarlet arched her back a little, her 


head was spinning. 


Izzy watched the reactions he was getting from her. It turned him on so much that he couldn't take it 


anymore, he smirked and slid a finger into her. 


Scarlet gasped quietly and groaned when Izzy increased the speed of his tongue again, his finger working in and 
out of her at a fast pace. He slipped another finger in and increased the speed of his tongue yet again. 
Scarlet's head rolled back in immense pleasure and the muscles in her stomach tightened. "Mmm..Fuc-ugh."She 
felt like she was about to lose it, but before she could Izzy slowed his pace again, leaving her gasping for air. 
He kissed her deeply and ran his tongue up the length of her, teasingly, his fingers pulsating inside of her. She 


looked down at him with woozy smirk and moaned before her eyes closed in bliss. 


Izzy cracked a groan of his own and shivered as her fingers grasped onto his hair as he worked his tongue 
over her again, slowly picking up the speed of his fingers. Scarlets breath quivered. "Oh fuck.nmmm.uuuh." She 
arched her back again and ran her fingers through his hair. Her body was being sent into shock waves of 
pleasure, she could feel the heat building. 


Izzy's dick felt like it was going to explode. It was aching with agony. He groaned again, and felt Scarlets thighs 


fingers clasped onto his hair and Izzy watched as she threw her head back. Scarlet moaned out loudly and her 
whole body spasmed under Izzy's touch. He could see her soft lips forming into an O and he knew she was 
coming. Izzy didn't stop flicking his tongue as she rode out what must have been the most intense orgasm Izzy 
had ever seen come from a woman. His fingers still pumped inside as her whole body tried to shudder away 
from his touch. Izzy placed his hand on top of her stomach and held her in place as more whimpers slipped 
from between her lips and it was soon enough that her lips were forming into another 0 as she screamed out 
in immense pleasure as a second wave hit her. More intense than the last. Izzy slowly pulled his fingers out 
and lapped up the rest of her orgasm, before pulling his lips away from her. He looked up at Scarlet, and 
smirked at her looking down at him with a lustful grin. She stifled a throaty laugh, her chest still heaving. Izzy 
smirked again and pushed his weight up to kiss her neck. Scarlet ran her hands down his body as he slithered 
up against her and placed his lips on her sweet spot. "Mmmm.my turn." She whispered throatily, still high 
from the intense pleasure between her aching legs. 


She pushed her hands onto his body and flipped herself over so that she could straddle him. Izzy placed his 
hands over her thighs and groaned as she moved her hand lightly over the leather of his pants. Scarlet bent 
her weight over to kiss him. Izzy was aching, he could feel Scarlet's thigh pressed against his dick and moved 
his hands up the sides of her waist. Scarlet smirked and pulled her lips away from his, before lifting her leg 
over his waist and sitting on her knees between his legs. She grasped onto the waistband of his leather pants 
and undid them slowly, watching as Izzy kept his eye on her, waiting impatiently. Her fingers pulled the leather 
of his pants down off of his hips until his dick was freed. Izzy groaned throatily and swallowed as Scarlet lent 
forward. She took her right hand and placed it over him. Izzy sucked in a sharp breath as the feeling of 
Scarlet's breath made its mark on his dick. Izzy watched as Scarlet's lips wrapped around him and it was his 
turn to shudder in pleasure when she added a little suction He groaned hoarsely. "Fuck." 


Scarlet chuckled and swirled her tongue around him in response, it was then that Izzy shoved one of his hands 
into her hair. She increased her speed and lapped her tongue all over every inch of his dick. Izzy shivered. 
Fuckin’ hell darlin" Her lips moved up and down, sucking and working their way all over him. It was driving Izzy 


crazy. "Fuck.thats so fucking good.ugh." He growled. 


Izzy shuddered under her touch and Scarlet could hear his breath becoming more and more laboured. She 
worked her tongue around his dick and licked it from the bottom to the tip as she swirled her tongue around 
it teasingly, her eyes never leaving his. Izzy moaned deeply and pushed her hair back as she worked him. 
Intense waves and tingles of pleasure clouded his dick. Izzy could feel the heat building and he felt like he was 
going to explode already. He swallowed and groaned hoarsely again, feeling breathless. "Fuck.Scarlet.l'm gonna 
fucking cum." Scarlet swirled her tongue around the head again and pumped him with her lips at a fast pace, 
feeling herself becoming hot again as Izzy's fingers dug into her hair. He clenched his jaw together and moaned 
throatily. "I'm so fucking close.." He whispered breathlessly. 


Scarlet didn't stop bobbing up and down. She didn't utter a word, Izzy looked down at her, his breath coming 
out in low pants. He pushed his hand further into Scarlet's hair and grasped onto it as his body went rigid and 
tense underneath her and an intense wave of pleasure exploded throughout his whole entire body. His breathing 


was hoarse, and as he grasped onto Scarlet's hair again, she swallowed everything he gave to her. He groaned 


involuntarily and glanced down just as Scarlet pulled her lips away from him. "Jesus fucking christ." He panted, 
still feeling the aftershocks of his orgasm. He had never been so vocal before. "How the fuck did you get so 


fucking good at that?" 


Scarlet could only smirk at him as she raised herself from her knees. Izzy let his hands rest on her hips and 
couldn't help but notice the tiny line of saliva that drooled slightly from her bottom lip. He felt himself become 
hard again and pushed his fingers into her thighs as she straddled him. He flipped himself over, taking Scarlet 
by surprise and smashed his lips onto hers desperately, groaning as Scarlet's legs rubbed up against him. She 
moaned heatedly, and put her hands up. Her fingers slid down his shoulders and across his back as Izzy pushed 
his hands into her hair, his breath coming out in hoarse pants. Scarlet gasped as he thrusted into her and her 
lips quivered with pleasure as did Izzy's. Scarlets fingers grasped onto his back and he thrusted into her again, 
roughly. She glanced up at him and watched as he closed his eyes and began thrusting into her at a pace that 
drove her crazy. Izzy groaned out at the sound of his skin clapping into Scarlets with every thrust and ran 
his hands down the sides of her waist. Scarlet arched her back up off the lounge and gaped her mouth open a 
little. She was incredibly wet, and the way Izzy was pounding into her only made her wetter. She coaxed the 
room in desperate moans, and jerked her hands into Izzy's hair. He let one hand rest on her hip and the other 
above her head as he held his upper weight with his arm. He could feel more heat building again, but did his 
best to hold it off for a little longer. "Fuck." He groaned. Scarlet was grinding herself into him which only drove 
him further over the edge. 


Scarlet shook with pleasure and moaned again. "Please don't fucking stop..oh god Izzy..uhhhmmrm' 


Izzy's body was quaking as he thrusted deeper between her thighs. He never skipped a beat, and didn't even 
back off or slow down for one second as he felt Scarlets body go tense beneath him. She dug her fingers into 
his back and wailed a moan that sounded so intense and sexy, he couldn't hold off any longer. Scarlet looked up 
at him, with a bite of her bottom lip and watched as his eyes rolled back in pleasure, his breath becoming 


quick and sharp. "Mmmmn...fuck I'm so close." He growled. 


Scarlet pushed her hips up, before grinding into him. Izzy's fingers dug into her sides and Scarlet could tell that 
he was about to lose it. He pulled out just before he did and groaned hoarsely as he came right on the sheet 
that was on the lounge. That was going to stain for sure, but Izzy couldn't have cared less. His woozy eyes 
met Scarlets and a sideways grin, slightly glinting teeth slipped onto his lips. Scarlet moaned and went 
completely limp underneath him as he lent down to kiss her. She closed her eyes in bliss and let out a sweet 
chuckle as Izzy's lips lingered on her neck He had awoken something inside of her. Scarlets chest was heaving 


heavily, but she wasn't finished yet, and neither was Izzy. 


Scarlet's lips found Izzy's again and as he kissed her roughly, she pushed herself up from the lounge, watching 
as Izzy followed her movements to sit. He was watching her, with a deep stare and Scarlet felt shivers 
crawling on her skin She stood from the lounge and pushed her hair to one side of her neck, before throwing 
her legs over Izzy's waist to straddle him. Her movements flowed into him as she rubbed herself over him, 
and Izzy's groans filled the room, his hands slipping down her back and over her waist. Scarlet looked up and 
smirked. Her hand found his dick and she positioned herself over him, slowly inching her thighs around his 
bottom half, shuddering in absolute pleasure as Izzy forced his weight upwards. Izzy pushed his head back into 


the lounge and moaned. "Fuck me.." He growled before grabbing onto Scarlet's hips as she began pushing her 
body weight up and down. Scarlet smashed her lips onto Izzy's and she sucked in a deep laboured breath as 
her fingers wrapped around the strands of his hair. Izzy pushed his tongue into her mouth and groaned again 
Every crevice in his body was pulsating with pleasure. Izzy knew that it had been long overdue, but fuck it had 
been worth the wait. Scarlet's moans rang through his ears and the sound of her skin clapping into his bought 
him back to his senses. He pulled his lips away from hers and admired the way her body melted into his. The 
way her hair fell into place as she threw her head back. Izzy ran his hands up her waist and over her breasts. 
He pushed himself forward, as one of his hands grasped onto the side of her waist before the other sat 
comfortably on her lower back. He thrusted into her roughly and took one of Scarlet's nipples between his lips, 
her fingers entangling themselves into his hair. Scarlet rolled her hips along with Izzy's and he groaned 
throatily as his hands grasped onto her ass. 


Scarlet pushed her hands further into his hair and in one swift motion, Izzy had lifted her up and off of the 
lounge, never skipping a beat. Scarlet moaned into his lips and pushed her weight onto his shoulders as Izzy's 
speed increased, gasping as her back came in contact with a cold surface. Izzy pushed her up against the door 
and wrapped his arms around her legs as he held onto her thighs. Scarlet grasped onto his back and moaned 
out as she pushed herself into him. "Izzy.please..don't fucking stop." She whispered, breathlessly and her head 
hit the door as Izzy increased the speed between her thighs. 


He growled lowly. "Fuck" Izzy couldn't keep his eyes off of Scarlet as she ran her left hand down her body and 
up his arm, trying to grind herself into him even further. Izzy's breath hitched and he groaned audibly, his 
fingers grasping onto Scarlet's thighs roughly. Her legs were shaking with pleasure, and her lips trembled under 
his. Izzy locked his eyes on hers and with every passing second, with every thrust, the heat building in the pit 
of his stomach only intensified. Scarlet grasped onto his shoulder with her fingers, watching the black strands 
of his hair fall over his face with every thrust. Her whole body was on fire. Her eyes watched his from 
behind the hair, Izzy's jaw clenched together as the moment before his release intensified. He groaned 
desperately, a sound that Scarlet didn't expect to slip from his lips and it pushed her, further than she had 
ever gone. Scarlet moaned out, pushing her hands into his hair as her toes curled Her body was sent into a 
spasm of pleasure, causing her to moan out again. Izzy kept pulsating between her thighs, clenching his jaw 
tighter with every passing moment. He groaned into her ear as his orgasm unleashed and pulled out just 
before he did, keeping Scarlet thighs in place. Izzy's breath was heavy, and it sent shivers down Scarlet's spine. 
She pushed her head back to rest it on the door and looked at him intently, watching as a sexy sideways smirk 
made its way onto Izzy's lips. Her eyes glinted playfully and she flashed her own smirk in return. Izzy chuckled 
sheepishly and slowly unraveled his hands from her legs. "You." Scarlet cooed, her chest still heaving heavily. 
"Mr Stradlin.are a fucking god." 
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Izzy stirred. He cracked his eyes open and Scarlet's long, bare legs came into view. The corners of his lips 
curled into a smirk, and he cast his eyes over at her, laying peacefully next to him. Her skin glowed against his, 
and the soft curves of her body melted perfectly into his body, entwining together like vines. Izzy closed his 
eyes for a moment and ran his hand across her lower back, the softness of her skin tingling against his 
calloused fingertips. He took the time to subject himself to the memories of the previous hours. Izzy shivered, 
his head spinning at the thought of what had gone down. He reached over for the packet of cigarettes laying 
on the table and slipped one between his lips. The pit of his stomach shuddered in pleasure, his skin tingling 
against hers. Izzy lit the tip of his cigarette and took a deep drag. Scarlet's moans rang through his ears, and 
he felt himself becoming hard at the thought of her skin clapping against his again. Izzy found himself feeling 
quite glad that he had put out for as long as he did, because it was totally, without a doubt worth the fucking 
wait. Scarlet knew what she was doing, she had perfected herself into an art when it came to sex. Izzy smirked 
again, and glanced over to his side, watching as Scarlet's eyelids twitched in her sleep. His stomach jolted with 
pleasure again, but it couldn't hold off the fact that another pang was rising towards the surface. His insides 
were beginning to twist with that familiar feeling. He was in need of a fix. The smoke from between his lips 
coiled up into the air above his head and his brows furrowed. Maybe Axl left his shit on the table, and he 
could simply go out, get a fix and come back. Yes. He would. Izzy pushed himself up a fraction and pulled 
Scarlet's arm from his waist, gently. He sat up completely and carefully slipped from the lounge, before 
reaching for his pants and pulling them on, one leg at at time. He grabbed his crumpled shirt on the floor and 
slipped it over his head, being careful not to wake her. His jacket was laying on the floor in a heap, his fingers 
clasped one arm and he pulled it up and over Scarlet's shoulders. He cast another glance towards her and left 


the room quietly. 


Izzy found four sets of eyes locked on him as he turned towards the middle of the bus. Lips curled into dirty 
smirks and Izzy knew a good teasing was eminent. He pulled the cigarette from between his lips and let it rest 
in his fingertips casually. He inhaled deeply and glanced back up at the eyes that were piercing into his head. 
"What?" He innocently shrugged, shuffling the layers of his hair about with his fingertips. 


"Dude. Are you fuckin aware that this is a fuckin’ bus and we heard absolutely every fucking thing going on 
back there?" Slash smirked, violently. Izzy couldn't see his eyes from behind the curly mop in his face, but he 
could feel them stabbing into him intensely. 


Duff chuckled. "Seriously man, I've never heard your name mixed with so many curse words before without 


anybody not being fucking mad at you." 


Slash grinned, and the cigarette between his lips wiggled. "Holy fucking shit man!" He chucked deeply as his eyes 
flickered over to Duff, before raising his hands up to make crude gestures with them. "Oh Izzy! Oh fuck! Ugh! 


lm so fuckin’ close!" 


Axl pushed the hair from his face and rolled his eyes at them all. "Stop acting like creepy fucking virgins. Izzy 
got laid, big fucking deal." 


"It is a big deal considering how hard he's been trying." Steven quipped. 


Izzy's eyes shot over to Steven and he shoved the cigarette back between the crack of his lips, casually 
acknowledging him as he drew closer to them. "Thank you Stevie." He mumbled from behind the cigarette. 


Slash grinned. "So." He snorted gruffly. "Was she worth the wait?" He quizzed, impatiently wanting the details of 


Izzy's previous hours of debachery. 
Izzy looked down, and Duff lips wove into a teasing smirk. "And worth getting sober for?" 


Izzy didn't even bother answering, but instead, his lips curled up widely in response. Slash chuckled gruffly 
from the back of his throat and gave a heads up to Izzy from his seat. 


Izzy's eyes locked onto Axl and as he came into view, his eyes were trained on Izzy. He knew exactly what Izzy 


wanted. His fix. 
Axl cleared his throat. "Over on the bench." 


Izzy nodded and started for his fix laying on the table and as it loomed into view, he could see that it was 
already loaded. Izzy's mouth tingled, and he put his hand up to his arm to scratch it as his other reached out 
to grab the needle. Izzy felt a tinge of guilt rush through his veins, as his fingers reached out, he wanted that 
shot more than he needed it. Scarlet was the first thing to slip into his mind, and Izzy found himself pulling 
back his hand slowly, willing himself away from it. He ran a hand through his hair and sighed in defeat. Izzy 
was already too far deep to come up and catch air. And as his demons called out, his hand reached for the rig 
on the bench, letting it brush the tips of his fingers. He swallowed, standing aimlessly in the middle of the bus 
with the rig in his grasp, and threw himself down, before splaying his arm over the table. He cursed silently, 
as he allowed his own weakness to seep in, mouth watering for the little fix, and allowing his demons to take 
over without protest. Izzy told himself that he was determined to quit, and in the back of his mind, he knew it 
wouldn't be much longer. There was no other way to keep her, he had to keep her, until his last breath, and 
for the first time in his life, he was honestly in love. And to Izzy, being in love felt better than ever being 
high. 


His eyes fluttered over to his band mates, nervous pangs of guilt pulsating in his gut. He didn't feel quite 
comfortable shooting up with an audience. He never did. He couldn't go back to where Scarlet was. He might as 


well have gotten himself a noose already. Izzy glanced back down to his arm, and clenched his fist a few times 


to work his veins to the surface, his gut churning. And then he did the ritual he had done so many times 
before, carefully pricking a vein, watching in torment as his blood shot into the heroin, feeling like it was only 
enough to take away the pain. But deep down he knew, he knew the craving couldn't have even been touched in 
the slightest. 

Scarlet's eyes shot open, and she scanned her surroundings, before realising that she was alone. She strained 
her ears, but it was silent. It appeared to her that everyone was either passed out, or violently drunk. It was, 
after all the daily routine she had observed them follow, typical rockers. Scarlet let a smile fall onto her lips, 


and figured that Izzy was in the shower or something. 


She pushed herself up, and reached out for her bag laying on the bunk. It appeared to her at that moment, 
that she wasn't in fact finished with Izzy yet. Scarlet searched frantically through her bag, letting her fingers 
brush a matching pair of green satin and lace garments. Scarlet's lips curled into a devious grin, and she 
flashed onto her feet, before slipping them on and catching a glance of herself in the mirror. 

She was sure she would catch lzzy before he finished his shower, and with one last fluff of her hair, she 
tiptoed over to the door, letting her hand linger over the door knob, the excitement fluttering in her stomach 
violently. She pushed pressure onto the door knob and twisted it slowly. The smirk on Scarlets lips all but 
vanished as the door slammed onto the floor of the bus with a loud crash. Scarlet's mouth gaped open, and 
her eyes slowly flickered up to find that every last member in GNR was staring at her. Scarlet swallowed, and 


her stomach churned nervously, as she felt a violent blush rising up to her cheeks. 


"Fuck" Scarlet's eyes caught Slash's, watching as the smirk on his face grew with every passing second, before 
the laughter rising from the back of his throat echoed through the bus. Her eyes then flashed over to Axl, 
smiling softly as he glanced down politely. Duff whipped around and the clatter of glass was heard as he 
dropped his vodka in shock. 


She was absolutely mortified. Steven smiled brightly, winking at her with a cheeky nod of his head, and it was 
only then that Scarlet's eyes finally found Izzy's. He was slouched down in his chair, eyes trailing over her, 


syringe in his hand. Izzy shyly slid his hand under the table, never straying from her eyes. 


Scarlet's hands wrapped themselves around her body as she did her best to cover herself up, but it was no 
use. All she could do was stand there, frozen in place, staring with a gaped jaw, watching each of their eyes 
prowl over her like she was some sort of fresh meat. She had never been more embarrassed in her life. 


"Uh..morning sweetheart" Izzy smirked, as he raised an eyebrow from his seat, wondering what the hell she 


was doing. 
Steven groaned audibly. "Goddamn |zz.man can | please watch the next time you two have marathon sex?" 
Axl shot daggers at him, doing his best to appear menacing, but in the back of his mind, he was thinking the 


exact same thing. Duff's fingertips grasped an empty beer can and he hurled it at Steven, all the while 
smirking widely. "Fuck off Stevie." He mumbled. 


"You lucky, motherfucker." Slash grinned, his eyes prowling over Scarlet's semi-naked body. 


Axl nudged Izzy's arm harshly. 
"This is the part where you tell us top of the morning, tip your hat, and drag her to the back lounge and get 


started on that next marathon man" 
Izzy blushed slightly, smirking as he glanced towards Axl. "Jealous?" 


Axl groaned quietly. "Fuck | think we all are." He muttered. "I also think you have about 30 seconds before 
Stevie tries to hit on her." 


"I've got no problem shooting him." Izzy answered in all honesty, as his eyes flashed over to Steven with a 


stoic look. Steven's hand flashed up in defeat, grinning from ear to ear. 
"Come on Iz," Slash sighed from across the bus. "My fucking dick is waking up man" 


Izzy leant forward and growled lowly. "I have a needle in my fucking hand that | will gladly stab straight 
through your fucking dick if you even think about her again" He threatened, as a smirk flashed onto his lips. 


Izzy leant back and his eyes focused on Scarlet again. Another smirk flashed onto his lips as he pushed his 
weight to stand up. Scarlet watched him, anticipating his every move, and even though she was standing semi- 
naked in front of all of his band mates, she couldn't deny that Izzy made her skin crawl with goosebumps. The 
look in his eyes caused her breath to rise. Izzy sauntered over to her, his arms reaching out as his lips 
pushed themselves onto hers with force. He kissed her quite vulgarly in front of them all, and he did it just 
because he could His hands roamed all over her skin, before grabbing her ass playfully. Scarlet couldn't help it, 
and a groan slipped from her lips, as she pushed her fingers into his hair. She didn't care that she was 
standing in front of an audience, Izzy was a fucking god. He slipped his hands down her shoulders and let them 
rest on her hips, his lips retracting from hers. Scarlet shivered again as his eyes burned into hers, they were 
filled with lust and need. He motioned with a nod of his head to the back of the bus, and without even thinking 
twice Scarlet sauntered off in that direction. 


It was Izzy's turn to smirk, and as he turned back to his band mates, his fingers clasped onto his hat and 
removed it, before giving a graceful bow. "Top of the morning to you fuckers. I'll be in the back having 
marathon sex if you need me." He smirked wildly, before taking cover as a variety of objects were hurled in 


Izzy's direction. He turned on his heels and laughed, flipping them off in the air behind him. 
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"How the fuck did you get so good at that?" 


Scarlet smirked deviously and pushed her chin up to rest on Izzy's chest. "It seems like you're a bit surprised 


Stradlin" 


"No darlin’ | just-" Izzy looked down at her and sighed in defeat. "Yeah, a little bit. | mean, | knew you were 
going to be amazing, but | didn't know you were going to that fucking amazing honey. 


Scarlet chuckled softly. "| guess practice does make perfect, but don't start going all mushy on me, you're the 
one who's a fucking god." She smirked. 


Izzy grinned deviously, his fingers pushing themselves into her hair, as he leant down to kiss her. It was bliss. 
Izzy didn't want to stop, his breath raced against hers but before he could go any further, Scarlet took him 
by surprise. Her lips slipped away from his and she whipped her head to look at him. "You know what, now that 
| think about it, | know absolutely nothing about you." 


Izzy was floored, he didn't know what to say, it was completely random, but he felt a smile slip across his lips. 
"What makes you want to know about me all of a sudden huh honey?" 


She shrugged. "I don't know, you just seem mysterious most of the time.” Scarlet took Izzy by surprise again, 
and flipped herself over so that she was straddling him, and it was then that she leant forward and pressed 


her lips to his. "Well, let's see, | already know you're a musician, and a god under the sheets." 


Izzy grinned, and slipped his hands down the small of her back and over her hips, his eyes pinned on her. "Well, 


what do you wanna know?" 
Scarlet smirked and leant down just inches from his ear. "Everything." 


Izzy let a sigh slip from his lips. He wasn't very proud of a lot of the things he'd done . For starters, he never 
really ever had the highest opinion of himself. He knew that he'd made a million mistakes and wrong decisions, 
but he was afraid that Scarlet wouldn't have a very high opinion of him either, if she in fact knew everything. 


In truth, Izzy knew deep down that he was no better than Nikki, but in the back of his mind, he came to the 
conclusion that if he didn’t tell Scarlet something, she'd only think that he was keeping secrets from her. He 


prayed to god that she was going to understand that he was changing, for her. He was determined to be a 
better person, he knew that, but did Scarlet? 


Izzy pushed a few stray strands of hair from his face and raised his eyebrow slightly. "Well. was born in 
Florida. I've got a couple brothers and a couple sisters. I'm oldest. | moved to Lafayette, Indiana when | was 8. | 
moved to LA when | was IT." He chuckled, knowing damn well that what he had told her was completely 
irrelevant. Izzy bit his lip and lifted his arm to rest behind his head. "Darlin, it would be a lot easier if you just 


ask me the questions you wanna know." 


Scarlet let herself settle next to Izzy in the nook of his arm and glanced down at his feet sticking off the 
lounge. She was curious about how many girls he had been with, but she already knew it was more than likely 
a lot. So she cleared her throat and thought of a different question. "So, do you have a girlfriend back in LA 


waiting for you?" 
Izzy chuckled and glanced down at her slowly. "Uh, no. No girlfriend. No wife." 
"Good" Scarlet concluded through a relieved exhale. 


Izzy let his fingers glide down her hip and lifted his head sheepishly. "I was hoping to go home with a girlfriend 
though..you know, if you haven't left behind some desperate guy in LA" 


Scarlet smirked softly. "Do you have a home to take me to?" 


Izzy's lips curled into a broad smirk. "Nope, but I'll be sure to get one the first day back if it means we don't 


go our separate ways." 
Scarlet lifted her head and pushed her weight to sit up. She smirked "You better." 


Izzy pushed his hands around her waist and pulled her down to his lips, kissing her as relief swept through 
him. She was his. She was officially his and only his. He was going to take such good care of her. He wasn't 
going to ever let her down ever again. He would be a man she was proud to call her own Izzy smirked softly 


and glanced at her, as his lips parted. "You're all I'll ever need." 


Scarlet sighed in relief, her mind was at ease. She felt somewhat satisfied She knew now that Izzy was no 
Nikki, he wanted to change for her, he wanted to be better, to take care of her, to be the man she needed and 
it thrilled her to no end to know that he had such willpower to do so. Scarlet glanced up and caught his warm 
eyes, before her lips curled into a beautiful smile. "You're whats kept me sane on this tour Izzy. | want you to 


know that." 


Izzy's lips gleamed, and his mouth parted, but before he could form words with his tongue, a sharp bash at 
the door caused his eyes to flicker over, stirring his mind from what he was about to say. "What the fuck do 


you want?" He asked sharply, seeming rather annoyed that someone would dare to interrupt a perfect moment. 


He wasn't far from surprised when he heard Axl's voice from behind the closed door. "Are you done fucking 


yet?" He teased. 


Izzy rolled his eyes rather childishly, and put his hands up to run over his face in annoyance. "You're just 


fucking jealous. Fuck off and banter someone else." 


Axl gave a sharp chuckle from behind the door. "Get your fucking pants on and move your ass, we've got a 


show to play Isbell.” 


Scarlet sat up a little and looked at him curiously. "Another question, what the fuck does Isbell stand for? | 


don't know how many times I've heard Axl call you that." 


Izzy cleared his throat and turned to her slowly, his hand resting comfortably on her hip. "Uhm, it's my name." 


He said honestly. 
Scarlet raised her eyebrow. "Your name?" She repeated slowly. 


Izzy looked down and shook his head with a sheepish smile. "Yeah. My real name. Izzy is just something that 
stuck after | moved to LA" 


"So your names Isbell Stradlin?" 
Izzy shook his head again. "Jeffrey Dean Isbell” 


Scarlet couldn't help but laugh softly. He didn't suit the name. Jeffrey was too gentle sounding, and the name 


Izzy suited him perfectly. It was more appropriate. Scarlet couldn't wrap her head around it. 
"What?" Izzy asked innocently as a small smile formed on his lips. 


Scarlet shook her head. "I just- Jeffrey." She repeated still trying to grasp the name. "It's a nice name, but it 
doesn't suit you." 


Izzy looked down shyly. "Never has. It reminds me of when my mum used to take the piss out of me, or when 


| was in trouble as a kid" 


Scarlet laughed again, and Izzy took the time to admire how beautiful she truly was. He still couldn't believe 
he'd found someone like her, as smart and as extraordinary. Izzy turned to Scarlet and smirked. "Darlin you 


have no idea how much I'd love to just stay here and please you all day long, but we better get going." 


Scarlet's lips twisted into a wicked smile, and her eyes prowled over him provocatively. "Oh don't worry, we 


have all night for that, Jeffrey." 
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Izzy sauntered his way down the steps of the side stage, and caught a glimpse of Scarlets chestnut curls out 
of the corner of his eye. She was leaning on the nearby wall, red solo cup in hand, her eyes pinned on him like 
a predator watching prey. Lustful and drawing him in as if he had animal senses to detect the pheromones 
that her body emitted to tell him she was ready. Izzy smirked slightly and glanced down at his feet as he 
found her quickly. "You were fucking amazing tonight." She irked, as Izzy took the solo cup from her hand. He 
pulled it to his lips and gulped down the contents of the cup, before giving her another toothy smirk. 


"Me? Honey, you should have been on my end when you were up there." He smirked, eyes scanning her with a 


few predatorial glances of his own 


Scarlet grinned, and pushed her hands around his neck, as Izzy held her waist with his. "You're the star of the 
show here, not me. I'm just part of the opening act." She stated before leaning into kiss him. Scarlet could feel 
his lips twist into a smirk as he kissed her back with everything he had, but a cough of interruption broke 
them apart. Izzy turned to look over his shoulder and caught Axl standing behind him with a smirk plastered to 
his lips. Izzy groaned, rolled his eyes and found himself raising his eyebrows up at him. 


"Don't tell me you're gonna go at it right here?" He teased. 


Izzy's lips twisted into another smirk and he tilted his head at Axl. "Why? You wanna fucking watch?" He asked 


sarcastically. 


"Who wouldn't?" Axl grinned as his eyes flickered over to Scarlet. Izzy scoffed slightly, and opened his mouth to 
scold his best friend for taking such a hard stare at Scarlet's body when Slash called out from behind them. 


"Hey let's go to a fucking titty bar!" He yelled loudly, wrists high in the air. The grin on his face widening as he 


approached slowly. Not as if you could see much more than his mouth from all the fucking hair. 


Each of their heads turned at the sound of Slash's voice, watching as he strode over to them, Duff on his 
heels. "Guys, | need a fucking good ole’ fashioned drink, preferably somewhere at a titty bar." He stated from 


behind the mane of curls hanging in his face. 


Axl's eyes shot to Izzy's, and a smirk gleamed from his lips. "Count me in. What about you two?" He asked, as 
he cocked his head, waiting for Izzy to freak out, but to Axls surprise, he just smirked back at him before 
turning to Scarlet. 


"Titty bar?" lzzy asked her. 


Scarlet couldn't help but chuckle. "Titty bar?" She smirked teasingly. "You know what, sure. Why not? Yeah, let's 
go to a titty bar!" 


Slash raised his eyebrows at her. "Hell yeah man! I'm in love with your girl Iz" 


Izzy let a smile cross his lips, and his hands tugged her to him by the waist. She was so amazing on every 
level. Scarlet pulled away from Izzy slightly and a smirk wove it's way onto her lips. "But don't get any ideas 
Stradlin." 


Izzy's lips curled up in response. "Hmm. wouldn't mind seeing you take on a stripper." He chuckled. 


"Why the hell would | take on a stripper?" Scarlet asked him curiously with a smirk, as she cocked her head to 
the side. "Im certainly not sharing you if that's what you're implying." She mocked, jokingly. 


Axl let out a devious chuckle from behind them and chucked his arms over both Scarlet and Izzy's shoulders, 
dropping his weight over them. "Oh, you'll see what he means by taking on a stripper honey." The remark made 
Scarlet feel quite uneasy, but Izzy, being cool and collected as always just laughed it off. Scarlet felt somewhat 
left out of the little joke between Axl and Izzy, however she didn't press the matter, not wanting to ruin the 
fact that everyone else seemed so genuinely happy. How bad could a strip club really be? 


So everyone piled into a limo and headed for the strip club, and when they arrived a doorman happily greeted 
them. He led everyone to the door and let them proceed. They managed to find a booth in the back hidden in 
the dark shadows. Scarlet had mentally prepared herself for what she saw inside. She was just happy to see 
that they took her to a topless bar as opposed to one with full nudity. They settled in and everything seemed 
perfectly normal. That was until a waitress strutted over to take their drink orders. She took one look at them 
and instantly fell into fangirl mode. 


‘Oh my god! Do you know who you guys are?!" She announced giddily, bouncing on her toes. Maybe she was 
excited, but then again, maybe she just might've been making her titties bounce for tipping purposes. 


"Yeah, | think we do sweetheart." Slash smirked, manically. 


The waitress, still bouncing around giddily, took everyone's drink orders, before rushing off. And everything stil 
appeared to be normal to Scarlet, that was until the waitress returned to their table with about a dozen 
strippers in tow. All wearing nothing but g-strings and lustful expressions. Each of them strutting up to the 
guys, some placing themselves in their laps, some thrusting their chests in their faces, and some bending over 


with their ass eyelevel to them. Perfectly acceptable behaviour for high rollers in a strip club Scarlet 


reminded herself, before turning to Izzy, as her feet found the ground to stand. A quick trip to the bathroom 
wouldn't hurt. 


"l'Il be back in one sec." She told him, her lips at the base of his ear. Izzy turned to her and a smirk wove it's 


way onto his lips. She smirked back, and strutted off. 


Scarlet turned to look over her shoulder to glance at Izzy once last time and when she did, caught sight of one 
of the strippers straddling his thighs, her bright red lips planting a sloppy kiss on his mouth. Scarlet stopped 
dead in her tracks and froze completely, watching the commotion unravel before her. She couldn't seem to find 
it within herself to move, and Izzy didn't seem to be to bothered by the stripper straddling his thighs either. 
Scarlet tried to gather herself but couldn't shake the feeling of dread, as it rushed throughout her stomach. 
But what cracked her nerve, was when the stripper reached into her g-string and pulled out something before 
slipping it into the pocket on Izzy's shirt, all the while, the smirk on his face growing. There was no doubt in 
her mind that it was dope, even a non-junkie could see that it was some sort of drug related paraphernalia. 
Dread turned to anger, and then back to dread, only then did Scarlet find her feet moving across the clubs 
floor. She stopped just inches away from the stripper and crossed her arms softly. "Hey. He's already taken" 
She said firmly, but over the chatter of the club, her voice was barely audible, so she found herself reaching 
over to tap the shoulder of Izzy's barely clothed accessory. 


She watched her bleach blonde hair whip over her shoulder, as a piercing glare found its way onto her face. 
lm no lesbian honey, but | think Candy over there is if you're into that kinda stuff" She spat in a snobby 


tone, her lips twisting into a sarcastic smile. 


Scarlet scoffed. "Sorry, its just that | couldn't help but notice that you're straddling my fucking man So if you 
have any fucking sense at all, I'd get off him if | were you." She warned firmly. "And | also saw you give him 
fucking drugs. That's a big no no, honey." She mocked slightly, watching as a look of satisfaction crossed Izzy's 
face. Who knew, maybe Scarlet would end up taking on a stripper. 


The stripper's red lips cracked into a smirk again, and she rolled her eyes slightly. "Who are you? His fucking 
mother?" She scoffed, before turning back to Izzy and running her fingers down his chest. "He loved it 


anyway." 


Scarlet couldn't believe it, this bitch was acting like Izzy was the only one in the room, in the back of her mind, 
she knew it was probably only for the money, but some part of her felt the need to put this stripper in her 
place. Let her know that she was Izzy's and he was hers, but before Scarlet could process what was happening 
and instead of taking the calm, no-violence route, she reached out and latched onto the stripper by her 
blacklight accentuated bleach blonde hair, before jerking her off Izzy's thighs in one swift pull. Something primal 
came over her, something she couldn't seem to shake. The stripper fell to the floor with a hard thud, her 
bleach blonde hair splaying out over the ground, and when Scarlet dropped to the floor, the stripper didn't 
know what had hit her, that was until one of Scarlets fists came racing down to collide with her flesh. Rage 
clouded her eyes. "| was sitting right next to him and you do this?! Who the fuck asked you to throw yourself 
at him?!" She yelled, all the while, the punches she was throwing hit her over and over again. The stripper 


couldn't answer Scarlet's questions if she wanted. The blows from Scarlet's fist came too fast for an answer 


to come out. 


All eyes were wide and intently focusing on the brawl that had broken out. Axl nudged Izzy, rather urgently. 
"While this is entertaining as fuck and all.Are you really not gonna stop her?" 


"No! Don't stop them!" Slash interjected loudly, before sitting up in his seat, and egging them on. "This is the 
most fucking fun I've had all week! Its a fair fight, no weapons involved or anything. No eyeball gouging. Let 
them have at it!" 


Duff was sitting, casually sipping on his drink, watching on with not a single expression on his face. "What we 
should have done was take bets before the fight broke out.." He suggested, calmly. "My money was totally 


gonna be on Scarlet anyway." 


Izzy glanced towards Scarlet, still blowing punches onto the stripper, and then back to Axl. "Seems like majority 
rules..But yeah, you're probably right" He shrugged, before sitting down his drink and snuffing out his 
cigarette. He stood, and pulled himself over to the cat fight, being careful to dodge any of the blows coming 
from Scarlet's fists. He pushed his weight forward and wrapped an arm under her stomach, working her onto 
his shoulder as he straightened himself to stand. He felt a little sorry for the poor stripper who decided to sit 
on his lap, and watched as she crawled away like a crab. Izzy turned to his band mates and grinned broadly, as 
his hand found Scarlet's ass. "Well guys, somebodys been a very bad girl. She needs to be taught a lesson, so | 
suppose | should be the one to do it. You guys try to have fun without me." 


"Better be careful Izz, she just might kick your ass!" Axl called out after him, laughter echoing from the 
booth. 


"| get what you meant about taking on a stripper." 


Izzy looked over at Scarlet, as she shook her battered fist and smirked slightly, his cigarette dangling with it. 
He looked down at his feet as they crossed the pavement from the curb to make their way to the hotel they 
were staying at. He chuckled. "Yeah. I'm glad | pulled you off her before things got any bloodier, | think if | 
didn't, you would have either killed the poor fuckin’ chick or put her in hospital." 


Scarlet's cheeks blazed as red as a stop sign, and she glanced down at the ground, embarrassment seeping 


throughout her stomach. "Um. don't know what came over me. | guess | jus-" 


“Scarlet, | would've done the exact same thing if some dude had his fucking hands all over you. Even | might 


have to watch my own ass now." 


Scarlet shook her head. "Seriously though, | really don't know where the hell that came from." Her eyes 
dropped to the pavement and a sigh slipped from her lips. "Izzy..| honestly would've never done something like 


that if." 


"If what?" He asked softly, intrigued by what Scarlet had the need to say. He watched her intently out of the 


corner of his eye, her lips opening and closing for a moment. "Come on, tell me." He irked again, smiling slightly. 


Scarlet sighed again and what she said came out in an exasperated breath. "If it was Nikki... wouldn't have even 


batted an eyelash, because | was so use to having him go off on me, it was normal." 


Izzy was about to scoff quietly to himself, but what slipped from Scarlet's lips next caught him off guard. 
"With you. don't feel the need to be so small, | can be myself, knowing that you love me for who | am and not 
for who you want me to be." 


Izzy glanced over at her, and blew a puff of smoke from the side of his mouth. He pulled himself over to her 
and his arm found her waist, wrapping around it securely, as her body melted into his. "You're a fuckin’ 
firecracker baby." He smirked in an exasperated breath, before tilting his head to look at her, a toothy grin 
forming softly. "And if we don't make it back to the hotel in at least ten minutes flat, my balls might fuckin’ 
burst from not being able to get my hands on you." 


